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Why can\'t we drink forever, | just want to start this 


over 


Author's Notes: 
Mikey is featured, but the pairing is Frank/Gerara, just FML. 


The house was oppressively hot, despite the mid-October chill outside. Frank squinted, eyes beyond bleary in 
the hazy house-party air, trying to find his way to the kitchen. To say that he was drunk would be an 
understatement. Frank was five beers past drunk and another three past totally shit-faced. It was the kind of 
intoxication where a part of your head sat back and laughingly convinced your sloppy motor skills that they 
were doing a fine job - fine job, boys - of holding up under such duress. 


Frank threw his arms wide, his desire to get to the kitchen (beer) momentarily forgotten while he shared a 
tender moment with the wall. Pressing his chest against it, he rubbed his cheek over the plaster, mumbling 
incoherently. Deep down, Frank believed that everything had a spirit. Though he liked to point out his 
vegetarianism as the driving force, it was really just a matter of his determination to believe that all childhood 


toys had souls. "Hey friend," he slurred, eyes closed and forehead pressed against it. He licked his lips, the 


inner-voice whispering that no one would think he was weird if he just.. showed the wall.. some lo- 

"Whoa, you know there's a bedroom around the corner if you and your wall want to be alone." 

Frank, lips still parted, rolled his head to the side and mumbled something phonetically similar to Funny. With a 
sigh, he straightened up and shoved away from the wall, then turned around to lean heavily against it. As he 

opened his mouth to try to speak again, the gentle roar of the party was obliterated by the pounding bass of 
some rap song set on "blast". Putting a hand up to his head he laughed, mouth hanging open. 

Frank peered at the person in front of him and grinned when he realized it was a girl. She was tall; taller than 
him anyway, with shortish black hair and smudgy black eye makeup. Black and grey scarf, black pea coat. She 

smiled back, raising her eyebrows as he obviously checked her out. 

"S yourname?" Frank yelled. 


She had to repeat it twice. 


"Jane," Frank finally said with a giggle, running the back of his hand against his wet mouth and then holding it 
out to shake. "Frank." 


"Hi," she said with a grin, taking his hand. Her fingers were warm against his own. Frank arched his back against 


the wall in an effort to stand up straighter. She tucked her hands into her coat pockets. 
"So who are you friends with, here?" Jane yelled into his ear, looking down the hallway into the kitchen. 
"Oh." Frank paused, mind wrapping clumsily around names and faces, trying to put them together. "Mi.. Mikey." 


‘Oh really?" Jane said, nodding. She raised her red Solo cup to her mouth and tipped her head back, downing the 
rest of the contents. 


Frank reached out and put a hand on her arm. She froze, looked down at his fingers and then back up at him. 
"You're so pretty," he yelled with a grin. "How come I've never seen you before?" 
Jane smirked. "We've never been introduced, but I've heard a lot about you. You're in Pencey Prep, right?" 


"Fuck yeah!" he said, nodding with the over-enthusiasm of the horribly inebriated. "You check out our shows or 
anything?" 


"Yeah, | went with my brother to one a couple of weeks ago. You're pretty crazy up there." 


Frank grinned and leaned closer, supporting himself against the wall with one hand. "You're going to make me 


shy!" he yelled. 


"Come on," she said, dropping her cup and taking his hand. "It's too loud down here to hear what you're saying.’ 
Frank took her hand for the second time that night and separated himself from the wall. He allowed her to lead 
(or pull) him down the hallway and up the stairs. Frank grinned and squeezed her hand. "Hey," he said softly, 
trying to pull her backwards, into him. 

She ignored him, instead crossing the room and lifting the window. Jane sat on the window ledge and then 
swung her legs out and stood. Frank gasped, then laughed at himself when he stumbled closer and realized her 
feet had landed on the small roof over the back porch. He crawled outside with her. They stood awkwardly, 
Frank leaning against the side of the house, Jane with her back to the roof's edge. 

"This made sneaking out easier," she said with a laugh. "So, are you having fun tonight?" 

"Now | am" 

"You weren't before?" she picked a thread from her scarf, not looking at him. 

"You're gonna fall off the roof," Frank said with a giggle. "I mean, don't step backwards." 

She laughed and scratched her head. "I'm not falling anywhere tonight, man" 

Though Frank's ears were ringing from the party, he shook his head and said, "I love your voice." 

"Thanks. | sing a little bit, too." 

"Really?" Frank gushed. "I'd like to hear you." 

"Not tonight," she said and then dropped to her knees. She looked up at him and Frank smiled down and brushed 
the hair from her eyes. He mumbled something incomprehensible, then paused and put a hand to his face. 
"Wasted." 


"| know." 


‘Its fun, being here," he slurr-whispered. "With you." There were hands at his belt. She looked up at him as 
she worked and smiled a little bit. 


"You might want to sit down" 


He flopped down, leaning forward with one knee bent under himself and reached out a hand, aiming for her 


shoulder but lightly slapping her cheek instead. "No, | didn't- we didn't even kiss yet and-" 


Her mouth was on his instantly. She was rougher than he expected her to be. Jane pulled him closer by the 


back of his neck and pushed her tongue into his mouth. In turn, Frank wrapped his arms around her and 
squeezed, kissing back. She was solid, something real and tangible in his arms as the world tilted crazily. He slid 
a hand between her scarf and skin, pulling the scarf out a little bit, then leaned in to kiss her throat. 

"No," she mumbled, moving his hand and placing it on his own thigh as she jerked her head back, out of reach. 


Okay, Frank thought but only said, "Oh." He pulled her in roughly and slid his hands beneath her coat, resting 


his thumbs on her ribs. 

"Hey, no touching," she whispered. 

"Fuck," he gasped, arching as his jeans were unzipped. She struggled a bit. He put his palms down and tried to 
lift himself up for her, but wound up rolling to the side. She managed to pull them down past his ass, her 
bangs falling into her eyes as she yanked. 

Why?" Frank managed to ask as her hand closed around him, squeezing. 

"Because | want to," she answered simply. He was only half hard. 

His bleary eyes focused on the top of her head as she began to blow him. He licked his lips; she gagged. 
Somehow, Frank had wound up slumped over on his side again, staring at the second floor of the darkened 
house next door. He moaned and reached out to pet her head. "Fuck yes," he mumbled, because that was what 


you said when a stranger at a party gave you head, right? But he was numb. 


After a few minutes, she pulled away and licked her lips. Sitting up on her knees, she looked down at him and 
smiled "Guess you're drunker than | thought, or I'm just really bad at it” 


"No, no," he said with a goofy grin "You're good" 
She tucked him back into his boxers and pulled his pants up, then zipped them again. 
"Jane," he whispered, blinking sleepily. "| don't even know you." 


Jane stood, brushing off her knees. She bent over and grabbed his hands, hauling him up. He pressed his face 
to her chest and inhaled. She smelled like cigarettes. 


"Smoke," Frank said. He grabbed her ass and she pushed him away, guiding him toward the window. 
"l'm sure someone has some in there. You can't pass out up here, though. You could fall off." 


Frank dove face-first through the window and landed hard, groaning and nearing unconsciousness. She pushed 


his legs through the rest of the way and climbed in after him. "I'll be back," she said as she stepped over him. 


She wasn't. 


New Jersey girl, come on and rock my world 


Author's Notes: 
Mikey is featured, but the pairing is Gerard/Frank. Just FYI. 


Frank woke up to morning light streaming through an unfamiliar window. He rubbed his eyes, tried to ignore the 


taste in his mouth, and sat up, quickly realizing that he had never made it home from Mikey's party. 
"Fuck." 
His headache was just as bad as he had feared it would be. 


With a groan, he got to his knees and pulled himself up. His watch said it was 8:30 on Sunday morning. Rubbing 
the sleep from his eyes, he stepped gingerly down the creaky steps and let himself out into the crisp autumn 


air. 


Tucking his hands into his pockets, Frank walked quickly, head down. He had come with a bunch of friends and 
had little idea how to get back to his part of town, but the longer he walked the more he sobered up. 
Eventually he came to a convenience store and an intersection he knew. He was less than three blocks away 


from home. 


Deciding on a cup of black coffee and a fresh pack of cigarettes, Frank crossed the parking lot and tugged open 
the door to the Quick Stop. As he was pouring the coffee, his mind gave him flashes of last night. He 
remembered strange, nonsensical bits of conversation with Mikey and an argument he had with a guy named 


Brad about Bad Religion When he took the first sip from the Styrofoam cup, he remembered Jane. 


At first it was just blurry flashes of their hallway conversation, and he played them in his head on a loop as 
he paid for his purchases and left. He crossed the street, pausing to light a cigarette. When he opened his 


mouth to exhale, the taste made him pause. 


And suddenly, all he could see was Jane. Jane on her knees in front of him, Jane's hair in her eyes as she 
bowed her head and unzipped his jeans. Jane's scratchy wool coat as he pressed his face against her and 
inhaled. Frank sighed, taking another drag of his cigarette, another gulp of coffee. Much to his dismay, he 
remembered his flagging erection and rolled his eyes skyward, shaking his head in disgust. He opened the door 


to his house and walked inside. 


Trying to be quiet but opting for speed instead, he removed his shoes and ran up the steps two at a time, 
then pulled off his hoodie and collapsed facedown on his bed. He folded his arms under his head and tried to get 
comfortable enough to fall back to sleep, but wound up thinking about Jane. How she had seemed so cool and 
how he had probably ruined his chances with her by being a totally predictable asshole - which in itself was 


highly unpredictable for Frank, who went out of his way to be anything but. Mostly he was the short, nice boy 
that girls would call to tell their troubles to. The one they would never date. 


Eventually, he fell asleep again. 


Sometime later, the vibration in his pants woke him. With a yawn, he rolled over and dug in his front pocket 


for the phone. "Sup?" he mumbled, groggily. 

"Dude, did you leave early? You didn't say goodbye" Mikey: 

"| passed the fuck out on your parents’ bedroom floor, | think’ 
Mikey laughed. "As long as you had fun’ 


They made plans to meet for lunch on campus the next day. As Mikey was saying goodbye, Frank cut him off 
hurriedly. "Hey Mikey - do you know a girl named Jane?" 


"Jane? Probably. That's a common name." 
"She's taller than me, and-" 
"That's not hard, Frank." 
"Shut up. And she has like black hair and dresses kind of goth and shit." 
"That narrowed down the list," Mikey said sarcastically. 
"Never mind, man. I'll just talk to you about it tomorrow." 
They hung up and Frank closed his eyes again, trying to picture her in his head When he felt he was close, 
however, her face would blur into nothing but white skin and dark hair and he'd have to start all over again 
The concentration made his head hurt. 

EK 
The next day, he met Mikey for pizza between classes. Mikey took huge bites, quickly finishing his own two 
slices and going after Frank's. They'd passed most of the meal talking about music and Frank had nearly 
convinced himself that he would be able to escape without spilling the events of Saturday night. He wiped his 


mouth with a napkin and chugged the rest of his Coke. 


Mid-drink, Mikey said, "So. Jane." 


Frank swallowed hard. The carbonation burned on the way down, and he wondered if it was really just the soda. 
When he had woken up this morning Frank had felt even worse about Saturday night, and it had dawned on him 
that he would have to tell someone exactly what had transpired between him and the mysterious Jane to make 


him want to search her out. 


"Yeah," Frank said with a shrug, staring at the ice in his cup. He fished a cube out with his fingers, sucked it 
into his mouth and bit down. Hard 


"They say that only sexually frustrated people eat ice, dude. | thought you were going to tell me that you got 


laid or something." 

Frank grinned and crunched louder, shaking his head. "No, nothing happened. | just liked her" 

Mikey raised his eyebrows, glasses magnifying his eyes and making his face appear owl-like. Over-wise. 
Frank caved. 


"Fine. She sucked me off, okay? But | wish it hadn't happened like that because | think she might be the coolest 


girl I've ever met." 


Mikey laughed and pointed at Frank's admission. "The coolest girl ever gives head to drunk strangers and looks 
like every other girl you talk to?" 


"No. She's like... big.” Frank flattened his straw paper and then tied it in a knot. He pulled the ends swiftly, 
smirking when the knot came apart as the ends broke. Someone was thinking about him. He wondered if it was 


her. 
"Like how big?" 


"| don't know, dude. Broad-shouldered and tall, but she was also in a huge fucking coat so | really don't know for 


sure. Maybe if | had about sixteen beers less, I'd remember perfectly.’ 

"Hey, | didn't know | was supposed to be your AA sponsor." 

Frank laughed and flipped him off, pretending to be done discussing Saturday night. They collected their trash 
and dumped the trays. Mikey held the door for him as they both trudged outside and continued on down the 
street, back to their afternoon classes. 


"So what are you going to do about her?" Mikey said after a while. 


Frank snorted. "| don't know," he answered honestly. "I doubt she even wants to see me again. | was kind of an 


asshole." 


For some reason, Mikey found this funny. He giggled, causing Frank to mutely glare daggers at the side of his 
head. Eventually Mikey turned to look at him. "What?!" he said with a grin. He knew what. 


"Hts not funny. | really liked her.” 

"How do you know if you were that wasted, though?" 

Frank shrugged, head down. "I just know," he muttered 

Mikey let it go. They walked together for a few minutes more, then Mikey veered to the right to cross the 
large courtyard and head to his Economics class. He turned around, walking backward. "Later," he called. "Ard 


don't worry, we'll find her somehow." 


Frank rolled his eyes, smiling despite himself, and crossed the street with a wave. He had the strangest feeling 


that Mikey was somehow right. 


And NII be your Lloyd Dobbler with a boombox out in 
the street. And NII be there if you need someone, even 
if he isn\t me. 
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For the next week, Jane was everywhere that Frank went. She was the girl standing on the bus stop as he 
drove by. She appeared and disappeared in flashes on crowded streets, and was always waiting for a train on 
the other side of the platform. Frank dreamed about her, jerked off while thinking about her, and speculated 
wildly about who she was and what she did with her time. He was fairly sure that he had only heard the song 
Sweet Jane a handful of times over the years, but this week it was everywhere as well - following him around 
from supermarket to car radio to elevator, ever-present in his life. Frank couldn't escape the feeling that he 


was being haunted by a girl he didn't even know. 


He knew he was obsessed, knew the feeling like the back of his hand. Frank never fell slowly - for anyone or 
anything. It was all or nothing. For Jane he felt it all. And though he also knew how irrational he was being, 
Frank couldn't escape the feeling that their encounter was some sort of catalyst, a turning point in his life. 
Those thoughts were the ones he kept to himself, though, lest his friends decide to stage an intervention 


When he did talk to any of his friends, he'd find surreptitious ways to sneak her in 
"Do you know Jane?" he'd ask, feigning nonchalance. 
"Jane who?" would be their invariable response. 


"Oh, | don't know her last name." And then he'd supply a physical description which would leave the other 
person shaking their head in mild confusion. And then he would have to explain that he had met her at a party. 
He'd leave out the fact that he'd never seen her again, omit the part where she had abandoned him after 


extremely awkward and unfulfilling oral sex. 


Frank also found himself rabidly promoting Pencey in the hopes that one of the girls he gave flyers to would 
know Jane and invite her along to the show. Or better yet, that he'd bump into her himself, handing her a 
flyer with his phone number scribbled on the back. As the week progressed this became Frank's favorite 
scenario, the one that played in his head on repeat. It was the prelude to the part where he picked her out in 
the Legion Hall audience and happily declared that the next song was dedicated to her. She would laugh and 
shake her head, and he'd watch in slow motion as her dark bangs brushed her eyes. Sometimes he would 


rewind the scene a little bit, and she'd mouth Hey, Frankie! and clap enthusiastically instead. He wasn't sure 


which one he preferred. 


Frank had gone so far as to write his name and number on a special flyer, which he kept folded neatly in a side 
pocket of his messenger bag. "Here, Jane," he would say with a smile as he produced the paper. '/ was hoping Id 


run info you again." 


The vigilance of this constant search left him exhausted, and by the end of each day he looked forward to 
locking himself in his room to practice music or write in his journal. Since he'd been spending absolutely no time 
paying attention in any of his classes, Frank felt he didn't have any obligation to study at home, either. His 
grades weren't in danger so he figured he'd indulge himself just a little bit longer, just until the fire began to 
fade a bit. 


Unless of course he found her again, and then Frank had no idea what would happen. 


Eventually, the weekend rolled around. Friday afternoon he had lunch again with Mikey, who assured him that 
he was definitely coming to Pencey's show that night, and that he was bringing a bunch of people with him. 
The nervousness and apprehension that Frank always felt before a gig came rolling in right after lunch, and he 


was so caught up in the anxiety that he managed to pass an entire afternoon without thinking of Jane once. 


After class, Frank rushed home. He showered, careful not to soak his hair (which was finally starting to dread 
after a couple of months of waiting), then decided on a Bauhaus t-shirt with an open black button-up. He 
figured that the t-shirt would go a long way toward impressing any phantom goth girls in attendance. After 
saying another silent prayer that she would show up, Frank grabbed his equipment and headed off to their 


warm-up session. 


RK 


The hall was packed that night. There were two other bands on the bill but Pencey was the headlining act, 
therefore going on last. Frank stood on the side of the stage, watching the first band tear it up. The crowd 
was going nuts, and the moshing looked like such fun that after a while Frank dove from the side of the stage 


and joined in. 


Somewhere in the middle of a fairly violent circle pit he stumbled into Mikey, who righted him and then 
dragged him away to meet some friends. Frank wiped his forehead with the hem of his t-shirt and followed 
him through the sea of people. At the back of the club, Mikey introduced him to several girls who seemed 
fairly snobby - until they found out that Frank was in Pencey Prep. Their attitudes warmed considerably then, 
but Frank had already lost interest. They tried to strike up unsuccessful conversation for a while, but Frank 
ignored them and watched the band instead. 


Then Mikey introduced him to several guys who had joined them, shouting names which Frank forgot as soon 
as they made it past his ear. He smiled and shook hands with all of them, though. Frank's family was big on 
hand-shaking and politeness. 


| want you to meet my brother!" Mikey yelled into his ear after a few minutes of introductory small-talk. 


Frank nodded excitedly, 


Mikey's brother, Gerard, was an artist. Mikey always talked about him with serious reverence, but Frank got 
the impression that Gerard was kind of anti-social. When their group of friends would go out on weekends, 
Mikey would always suggest that they invite Gerard along, but he would never come. At Mikey's house party, 
the basement had been off-limits because that's where Gerard lived - though he worked in the city, interning 
for DC Comics. Frank was pretty sure that that was the coolest job he had ever heard of. 


They walked through the crowd, weaving through the swaying, dancing, moshing masses, toward the far wall 
Frank realized that he was inexplicably nervous, somehow wary of meeting Mikey's older brother. He chalked it 
up to general pre-show jitters, trying to ignore the impression he had that Gerard was pretty creepy. Even 
though Mikey had said that his brother had actually spent most of the evening mingling and talking to people 
at his party, Frank had somehow missed him and had in fact never seen the guy before. He imagined Gerard as 
the ultimate geek, tall and thin with Mikey's thick glasses and an un-Mikey-like aversion to socializing. This was 
what Frank thought someone who lived in his parents’ basement (even though he was out of college and had a 
degree and a real job) would look like. Frank vowed that once he had his diploma in hand, living at home with his 
mom would be a thing of the past. 


Mikey stopped and tapped someone on the shoulder. The guy turned around, already smiling. It was obviously 
Gerard, and Frank realized he'd have to re-draw his stereotypes yet again Mikey hugged his brother, then 
leaned into Frank and yelled, "Frankie, this is my brother Gerard” 


Frank smiled and held out his hand. Gerard paused before taking it, his smile frozen in place as he stared at 
Frank. "Hey," Gerard said eventually. "Nice to meet you." His grip was firm. Someone had obviously taught him 


how to shake. 
"Yeah, you too!" Frank said enthusiastically. 


Gerard was solid and a little bit taller than Frank. Having obviously just come from the pit, his face was 
flushed, dark hair slicked back and sweaty. After they shook, Frank noticed that Gerard nervously wiped his 


palms down the bottom of his long-sleeved black t-shirt, so Frank wiped his hands on his jeans. 


"Hey, | like your shirt," Gerard yelled. Frank smiled and nodded his head in thanks. See? Frank thought. Goth- 
approved. 


They stood around awkwardly as Mikey chatted away about this girl, that girl. Frank was only half listening, as 
the nausea from his performance anxiety had suddenly come rushing back. He looked over at Gerard who was 
staring blankly up at the stage, obviously ignoring his brother completely. After a long moment, Gerard's eyes 
returned to Mikey but quickly shot to Frank. Suddenly nervous that Gerard had caught him staring, Frank 

smiled and leaned in to speak to him as if that had been his intention all along. "It was nice to meet you, but | 


have to run. We're up next" 


Gerard smiled and squinted his eyes. "Maybe that's where | know you from? You look familiar." 
Frank shrugged at this, having nothing to say but "Maybe." 


They said their goodbyes and Mikey patted Frank's back affectionately, wishing him luck. Frank had a cigarette 
backstage, then everyone got ready. He helped the previous band move their equipment off, and then helped 
Tim get his drums set up. When everything was ready, they gave a nod to Neil, who was working the lights. He 
flipped some switches and then they walked onstage. 


The house lights dimmed and frank plugged in his guitar. As the small stage lights kicked on, he stepped to the 
mic, licked his dry lips, and began their show. 


"Hey, everybody, what's up?" Frank scanned the crowd for the faces of his friends and the people he knew, like 
he always did before a gig. Seeing familiar faces grounded him; hearing them cheer and scream his name went 


a long way toward dissolving the nausea in the pit of his stomach. 


The crowd roared back and Frank strummed a few quick chords, getting ready. "We're Pencey Prep, and we 


want all of you to move your asses! Are you ready to move? Fuck yeah, you're ready! Let's go!" 


The bass kicked in first, then the drums and lead guitar. The band launched into a raucous, up-tempo version 
of 8th Grade. They always drew out the intro, giving Frank time to get the audience into the music. His eyes 
landed on Mikey and he smiled, leaning into the mic again. The words were out before he had time to think 
about them. 


"This song, this set, this everything.. is dedicated to Jane," he yelled. 


Some people cheered, others looked around to try to figure out who Jane was. Mikey put his hand up to his 
eyes and laughed, feigning embarrassment for Frank. Beside him, Gerard frowned and dropped his gaze to the 
floor. Frank grinned at Mikey and then spun away, stomping over to an amp to bathe himself in feedback as his 
part of the song kicked in. Eventually he moseyed over to his microphone, closed his eyes, opened his mouth, 
and just went for it. 


The show passed in a happy blur. Frank sang and screamed his heart out, losing himself entirely for the 45 

minutes his band played. They finished with Lloyd Dobbler, which Frank sang so quietly it probably sounded like 
a lullaby. He poured all of the last week's pathetic yearning into the vocals. When he finally opened his eyes as 
the last chord died, he realized that everyone in the audience was standing completely still, transfixed. Some of 


the girls were crying. 


Frank laughed, throwing up his hands in triumph as the moment was broken. They ended their set to 


thunderous applause and cries for encores. 


At the end of their set they left the stage. Once backstage, they excitedly discussed the show with the other 


bands' members for a bit, then packed up their equipment. Pencey Prep didn't have a van (hell, half of them 
barely had cars), so Frank packed up his guitar and cables, then helped Tim break down his drum set and pack 
it into Neil's mom's borrowed mini-van. Frank dropped his guitar off at his car and then walked back around to 


the front of the building to talk to the people who were still hanging out. 


He spotted Mikey and Gerard immediately. Mikey (as usual) was surrounded by a crowd of girls, Gerard was on 
the fringes smoking and staring down the street. Frank stood beside Gerard, and it was a few moments before 
Gerard noticed him. When he finally did, he turned and smiled at Frank. "You guys were great," Gerard said 
quietly. Frank thanked him, gratified by the sincerity in Gerard's voice. 


Everyone was laughing at Mikey, who was loudly explaining just how drunk he had been at his party last 
weekend. Gerard was quiet until Mikey had finished, then he threw his cigarette butt into the street and spoke 
up. "Mikey was so wasted, you'll never guess what he fucking did.” 

Apparently, in a drunken stupor, Mikey had gone downstairs at two in the morning, stood on Gerard's bed and 
pissed all over it. The way Gerard told the story had Frank staring at him in disbelief. Mikey's brother, the guy 


Frank had subconsciously labeled a loser, was actually really funny storyteller. 


"Yeah," Gerard said with laugh. "I came back downstairs and he's just pissing everywhere. Thank god | wasn't in 


bed." 

‘Oh my god!" gasped Frank, giggling and backing away from Mikey, who looked less-than-pleased at Gerard's 
choice of story. He laughed it off quickly, though. Mikey was never ashamed to be Mikey. "Yeah well, you 
totally had to sleep in my pee," Mikey said, shoving his brother playfully. 


"The fuck | did," Gerard snorted. "As soon as you were unconscious, | switched our mattresses." 


The crowd erupted in howls and Oh Snap!'s Gerard dug in his pockets, finding an empty pack of cigarettes. "Fuck, 
I'm out," he said, looking expectantly at Mikey. 


"Don't look at me, fucker. I'm not giving you shit after you told everyone that story.” 


"That story deserves an entire pack," Frank said with a laugh and shake of his head. He patted himself down, 
then frowned. "Fuck, | bet Tim picked my pockets. | have a pack in the car, though. Be right back" 


"Ahhh, nicotine withdrawal," Gerard moaned, zombie-like. "I'll go with you." 
They rounded the corner of the building together. Suddenly Frank wasn't sure what to say. It occurred to him 
that he really wanted Gerard to like him. All of his preconceived notions about Gerard's status as a socially 


inept, basement-dwelling freak of nature were evaporating. The guy was actually really cool. 


"So you're an artist, huh?" 


"Yeah," Gerard said with a nod. 

"Mikey said you work at DC Comics." 

‘| do," Gerard affirmed. 

"Do... you like it?" Way to interrogate the guy, Frank 


Gerard paused before answering, like he had to think about it. "Yeah, sometimes. And sometimes it's a pain in 


the ass. I'm actually developing a cartoon to pitch to Cartoon Network." 

He said it so offhandedly that Frank stopped dead and turned to face him. "Whoa No fucking way?" 

Gerard raised his eyebrows and smiled. Frank suddenly had the strangest sense of Déja vu. 

| shit you not," Gerard said with a laugh. 

They reached the car. Frank leaned forward over the driver's seat and dug around in the glove compartment. 
He came away with a crumpled pack of cigarettes, then dug in his pocket for a lighter. He took out two 
cigarettes and handed one to Gerard. He lit his own, taking a deep drag as he passed the flame over to Gerard. 
Gerard wrapped his hand around Frank's to steady the flame, and Frank couldn't help but notice the way his 
hair fell into his eyes. Once it was lit he took a deep drag and then dropped the cigarette to his side, letting his 
head roll back as he exhaled. Frank was mildly amused. Gerard had had a cigarette ten minutes ago, yet it 
seemed like he hadn't smoked in hours. 

Gerard bounced in place a couple of times, then took another drag. He seemed in no hurry to get back to the 
group, and Frank momentarily wondered if all of the people were making him anxious, if that was why he 
volunteered to walk with him. 

"So besides Pencey Prep, what else do you do?" Gerard asked eventually. 

‘lm a freshman at Rutgers. | go to school with Mikey; that's how we met" 

"Yeah, Mikey said you guys are close." 


Frank didn't get a chance to answer. Mikey came around the corner then, a group of his friends trailing after 


him. 


"Listen, tomorrow night me and Mikey are going to Casola's haunted house. You wanna go?" Frank turned his 


head to the side, genuinely surprised and also flattered to be included. 


"Yeah, that sounds awesome." 


The gang was approaching, and Gerard took one last hit from his cigarette, then stamped it out. "It takes like 
an hour to get there, so | guess just be at our place around seven" 
"Cool," Frank said with a nod. 


After another half hour of loitering, a cop car pulled up and told them all to leave. The kids scattered quickly 
but Gerard stood his ground, finishing yet another cigarette that he had bummed off of Frank. As Mikey 
impatiently grabbed his brother's arm and tugged him away, Gerard turned quickly and flashed Frank a quick 


smile. "See you Tomorrow night," he said. 


Mikey glanced at Gerard, then looked back over his shoulder at Frank, but it was too dark to read Mikey's 


expression. Frank stamped his own cigarette out, got in his car, and drove home. 


Nm a hopeless romantic. You\'re just hopeless 


Author's Notes: 
Mikey is featured, but the pairing is Frank/Gerara, just FM. 


Frank knocked on Mikey's door at a quarter to seven, fifteen minutes early due to his fanatical punctuality. 
When no one answered after a moment he leaned against the porch railing, listening for movement within the 
house. There weren't any lights on inside, but the sun hadn't fully set yet either. He really hoped that Gerard 
had remembered his invitation and that he had also told Mikey. Frank waited a few more minutes, then turned 
around and jogged back down the steps. Just as he started to dial Mikey's number on his cell phone, someone 


called his name. 
"Frank!" 


Frank looked up, squinting as he stared down the street, into the setting sun. As the guy came nearer, he 
realized that it was Gerard. He had a portfolio case slung diagonally across his shoulder, one hand gripping the 
strap as if to make sure that it didn't go anywhere. Gerard smiled and put his free hand up in greeting. "Hi," he 
said. The way he drew out the iii made Frank laugh. Gerard sounded like he thought he might be in trouble. 


| thought you guys bailed on me." 
"Nah, Mikey's gotta stay late at the bookstore, so he sent me home to wait with you." 


‘Oh, that sucks," Frank said, suddenly feeling like a huge inconvenience. "If you have something to do or 


whatever, it's cool-" 


"No," Gerard said quickly. He slid his sunglasses up on top of his head and then shifted to the side to dig for 


his keys. "| was on my way home anyway. Do you want to come in?" 


"Sure." Frank stepped aside as Gerard brushed past him and then walked carefully up the steps. He opened the 
door and then held it for Frank, who ducked his head and slipped quickly into the house. 


Once past the threshold, it was hard for him not to fixate on the spot where he had met Jane. He noticed that 
Mikey smelled like his house: a cross between cigarette smoke and home-cooked meals, with a little bit of 
Murphy's Oil Soap mixed in. Frank liked the way other people's houses smelled - liked the way people smelled 
the same as where they came from. Even if they wore perfume the smell of home emanated from their skin 
or hair, like home was inescapable. He'd been to Mikey's for the party, but had already been so high when he'd 
arrived that he hadn't been able to smell anything except the pot smoke clinging to his hoodie. 


"Want a Coke?" Gerard said, snapping Frank out of his strange musings. 


"No, thanks." 


Gerard stared at him for a few seconds, then kicked off his shoes and headed through the hallway that led to 
the kitchen Frank followed, surreptitiously reaching out to brush his fingertips against the wall. 


Gerard dug around in the refrigerator and pulled out two cans of Coke - one regular, one diet. He set the 
regular down on the counter next to Frank, then popped open the diet, tipped his head back and drank. The can 
was empty when he finally lowered his head. Gerard sighed like that had been the best damned Diet Coke of his 
life. He covered his mouth and burped, then turned his head in Frank's direction His eyes darted to the 
unopened can to Frank's right, then back up to his face. Gerard pressed his lips together, raising his eyebrows 


as if to say, Well fucking drink if, already. 


Frank picked up the Coke, opened it and took a sip. Gerard leaned against the refrigerator. "See?" he said with a 


smirk. "I knew you'd want it" 


"I really hope | didn't fuck up your plans or anything," Frank said, suddenly feeling the need to apologize again 
for his presence. Talking to Gerard left him feeling strangely off-kilter. It wasn't exactly a bad thing, but it was 
unusual for him. Frank prided himself on being an exceptional conversationalist, but something in the way 
Gerard paused before speaking threw him off. Like he knew something Frank didn't and was just waiting for him 
to catch up. 


"My plans are with you and Mikey," Gerard said, his eyebrows knotted together. Frank thought he looked 
confused, maybe vaguely upset. "I was just getting some studio time in. It's nice on the weekends; there's no 


one there." 

Frank nodded, pretending to know what Gerard was talking about. "What are you working on?" 
‘Oh, Breakfast Monkey" 

"What?" Frank said with a giggle. 


Is the cartoon I'm drawing that | eventually want to pitch to Cartoon Network." Gerard scratched his head 
and then launched into a summary. The premise was pretty amusing; when Gerard imitated the monkey's voice, 
Frank lost it and snorted with laughter. It was Gerard's delivery that did it - the way he just kind of droned on 
and sounded either really bored or very stoned, coupled with a lopsided grin that made it obvious he was 


trying to be funny. 
"So, like, can | see?" Frank asked, taking another drink. 
"Yeah, sure." Gerard pushed himself away from the refrigerator and crossed the room. He pulled open the 


basement door, flipped on the lights, and went downstairs. For a moment Frank was unsure whether he should 


follow him or not. "Are you coming down?" Gerard called, and so he quickly descended into the basement. 


Frank was pretty sure that if Mikey had smelled like Gerard's room instead of like the upstairs of his house, 
they would not have become friends, or possibly even friendly. The basement was moldy and damp like every 
basement Frank had ever been in, with cold cement floors and cheap wood-paneled walls. They ducked beneath 
a bunch of shirts hanging on the line and the smell of fabric softener wafted up around them. When Gerard 
pushed open the door to his room however, the mephitic air nearly doubled Frank over. It was a combination 


stink, an overwhelming blend of dirty laundry, dust, body odor and the hazy miasma of cigarette smoke. 
"Sorry," Gerard said. "It gets kind of cluttery in here." 
It was like entering a locker room inside of a filthy dive bar on a garbage barge floating in the Hudson. 


"IFs okay," Frank said. He was trying to breathe through his mouth, but the problem was that he could taste 
the stench as well. While Gerard was busy digging through a stack of sketch books, Frank was wondering how 
many airborne pathogens had found their way into his lungs. Breathing this air couldn't be healthy, and hadn't 
he just finished up a History lesson on pandemics? He was pretty sure that if there should ever be a 


reemergence of Cholera or the Black Plague, it would have originated in Gerard's room. 


Gerard shoved a pile of (probably dirty) laundry off of the bed. "You can sit here if you want," he said, then 
turned around and rifled through a filing cabinet overflowing with papers. Some fluttered to the floor and 
Frank, briefly distracted from imagining his death by Ebola, noticed that they were sketches. There were 
robots on one page, a girl in what looked like a majorette uniform on another. Both were done in black ink over 
faint blue pencil, and Frank found himself torn between wanting to run home for a shower and moving closer to 


inspect the drawings. 
"Those are awesome," Frank said, choosing to remain standing. 


"Oh," Gerard said with kind of an embarrassed little laugh. He picked the loose papers up off the floor and 
shoved them back inside the drawer Gerard stood next to Frank for a moment, flipping through one of the 
tablets. Frank couldn't help but watch the way Gerard's eyes would scan the page briefly, instantly making up 
his mind whether or not the sketch was show-worthy. Most of the time, he flipped. 


When Gerard had gone through two full sketch books and had shown Frank maybe half a dozen pages of the 
Monkey, he tossed the tablets on the bed. At first, Frank wasn't even aware that Gerard was looking at him. 
He had been looking longingly toward the door and had turned around to find Gerard just sort of standing there 
with his head tilted and lips slightly parted, watching him. 


‘I'm sorry, what'd you say?" Frank asked quietly, certain that Gerard was just waiting for some sort of 


response. 
"| didn't say anything," Gerard whispered, his lips quirking into a tiny smile. He didn't look away. 


Frank's pulse shot up and his throat tightened, and if someone had asked him why he suddenly felt like he was 


going to pass out in front of Mikey's creepy older brother, he would have had no answer. Out of nowhere, he 
realized that Gerard smelled like nicotine and he just rolled with it, letting his mind dwell on the minute detail. 
The fact was something tangible, something to hold on to so he didn't have to wonder where the palpitations 


were coming from. 
"Do you have a cigarette?" Frank asked. Suddenly he needed something to do with his hands. 


Gerard wordlessly pulled a box of Marlboros and a lighter from his hoodie pocket and handed them to Frank, 


just as the front door slammed above them. 


"Mikey's home. Let's go," Gerard said just as Frank took his first puff. He shoved the lighter and cigarettes 
back into his pocket and left the room. Frank followed quickly behind him. 


EK 


On the way to Casola's Farm, they blasted The Misfits and drove with the windows down despite the chill. Frank 
put his hood up and tucked his hands into his sleeves, but kept his arm out the window. The three of them 
were loud and obnoxious with Frank hollering insults back at Mikey and Gerard mostly just laughing along, only 
stepping in occasionally to help gang up on his brother. Gerard drove fast, his right palm resting on the 
gearshift, left elbow propped on the window ledge. He steered the car with two fingers. Frank didn't like to think 


about that much, but Gerard had managed to appear fully in control and unfazed as the speedometer crept 
past 85. 


The hour-long drive took them only 45 minutes. They got out of the car and paid for their tickets, then 
wandered around the crowded grounds. Casola's Haunted Farm was one of Frank's favorite seasonal destinations. 
Part haunted house and part dark carnival, the operators of the farm transformed it into the area's largest 
Halloween attraction for the entire month of October. Every fifteen minutes, an enormous tractor towing a 
flat-bed trailer would pull up and people would climb on. After the haunted hayride, the guests were dropped 
off in front of the sprawling haunted house. It often took an hour to get through the house alone, and a lot of 
people congregated around the bonfire afterward to listen to the live entertainment. Frank had tried 
unsuccessfully to get Pencey Prep booked to play the small stage, but Casola's tended to favor 80's hair metal 


or classic rock cover bands. 


They had just missed the first tractor by a few minutes. Gerard made a bee-line for the concession stand, 
with Frank and Mikey following behind. The band currently onstage was playing the shittiest cover of Metallica's 
One that Frank had ever heard - which was pretty impressive given how horrible the original song was. Frank 
still bobbed his head mindlessly during the stuttering guitar solo though, completely unaware that Gerard and 
Mikey were both laughing at him. 


"I thought you didn't like Metallica," Mikey said teasingly. 


| don't normally, but these guys are great" Frank closed his fist and pumped it a few times as he rolled his 


eyes. 


Gerard ordered a corn dog and a hot chocolate from the concession stand, leaving Mikey and Frank frowning at 


the combination. 

"What?" Gerard asked, waving the corn dog through the air to cool it. The other two backed away from him. 
"Put your weiner away, Gerard," Mikey said with a dopey giggle. 

"Then open your mouth, Mikey" Gerard waved the corn dog in Mikey's direction. 


"Ew," Mikey said with a shake of his head. "It smells good, though. The grease must be super old. Old grease 
makes everything taste better." 


"Want a bite?" Gerard asked, turning to Frank and shoving his hand out. 
"No, no thanks," Frank said. "lm actually vegan" 

"Freegan is more like it," Mikey said with a snort. 

"Fuck you, Mikey." 

Gerard looked between the both of them, waiting for an explanation. 
"Go on and tell him your theory, Frankie." 


"Do you eat grass?" Gerard said, biting the end off the corn dog and quickly sucking air into his mouth to cool 
it. Beside him, Mikey broke into another fit of laughter. 


Frank took a deep breath and folded his arms. "I don't eat meat or wear fur or leather, and | also don't eat 


dairy products." 

"Unless?" Mikey prodded. 

"Unless what?" Gerard asked. 

Frank sighed. "Unless it's free." 

"Freegan!" Mikey yelled, pointing at Frank. 

"Well. a bite of my corn dog was free," Gerard said. He dipped the corn dog into his cup of hot chocolate and 


took another bite, wincing at the taste. "Okay, that was probably the worst idea | have ever had." Gerard 
swallowed. "Why vegan?" 


"I just don't agree with spending what little money | have on things that | think will make the world a worse 
place, because l'm really fucking poor. | work and! go to school and | have a band - which eats up most of my 
money. If someone's going to feed me, or my mom's going to make me chicken for dinner, who am | to refuse 


it? | still have to eat, even if | don't agree." 


While Frank spoke, he stared off into the distance where a huge bonfire blazed in a barren cornfield. He knew 
Mikey was still laughing, but when Frank turned around, Gerard was looking at him in that quiet, unsettling way 
he had. Frank shivered, stamping his feet a little bit. 


"That sounds reasonable," Gerard said with a nod. He thrust the cup of hot chocolate into Frank's hands with a 
"Drink this" and walked away quickly, before Frank could protest. 


Mikey and Frank stood side by side as Gerard made his way to the few pathetic carnival games in the corner 
of the clearing. Frank watched as he fished some money out of his pocket at the balloon dart booth, finished 
the rest of his corn dog, and then proceeded to throw some darts. Gerard didn't make a huge show of it or 
anything, but he paused between each one to actually aim. "Is he always like this?" Frank asked. Frank had 
already waited a few seconds for an answer before he realized that he had no idea what he had even meant 


by the question 


"No, he talks a lot when he's nervous," Mikey said quietly. "But the running off on his own thing, that's just 
Gee. Even in a crowd of people, he acts like he's alone sometimes.” Frank fished a burnt crumb of corn batter 
out of the hot chocolate and took a sip as he pondered what Mikey had said. Across the field, Gerard accepted 


something from the man inside the booth and turned around, sauntering back the way he had come. 
"What the hell did you win?" Mikey called when Gerard was getting closer to them. 


Im the carnival fuckin’ master," Gerard said nonchalantly around the cigarette in his mouth. He looked at Frank 


for a minute with squinted eyes. "Bears or boobs?" he asked. 


Mikey cracked up; Frank looked appalled. He opened his mouth to ask Gerard to clarify, but he cut him off. 


"Bears or boobs? Need an answer," he said impatiently. 
"What- bears, then." Frank didn't even want to know what boobs meant. 


Gerard held out a small blue teddy bear for Frank. He threw a rolled-up tube at Mikey, who caught it and 
looked at the paper label on the end. "What's sippery when wet supposed to mean?" 


"Well it's not Bon Jovi," Gerard said, taking another drag. "Look, the carny didn't let me choose. Apparently l'm 
the kind of guy who needs a hot chick poster and a teddy bear." 


"Thanks," Frank said with a frown. 


"You can give it to Jane." Gerard took a final puff and flicked the butt away, exhaling slowly as his eyes met 


Frank's again. 


"He doesn't know Jane," Mikey said. Frank shot him a warning glance but Mikey continued on anyway. 


"Apparently they fell in love at my party, but he can't find her now." 
"Are you still looking?" Gerard asked quietly, eyes widening, 

Frank sighed and turned his head to glare at Mikey again. "Yeah." 
"Why?" 


And the question was so simple and honest that it gave him pause. "I'm a hopeless romantic," he said. It was 
supposed to be a joke, delivered flippantly with an insouciant smirk, but Frank couldn't find it in him to joke over 


the truth. "I just really liked her," he finished lamely. 
Gerard opened his mouth like he was going to say something else, but Mikey cut him off. 


"You guys, we're going to miss the next hayride." He pointed across the clearing, to where people had already 
lined up, at the tractor pulling up to the station Mikey took off, practically running. Frank followed, making no 
attempt to keep up with Mikey. 


"He's always been like that," Gerard said. "Since he was three, he's always been afraid of getting left behind 
somewhere. | try to explain to him, were in Jersey, Mikey. No one's going anywhere." Frank laughed ruefully at 
Gerard's joke, but Gerard switched subjects again. "So Jane. Maybe it's not my business, but like, what makes 
her so special? Is it the mystery factor, or are you just so gung-ho about her because she gave you head 
and then disappeared?" 


Frank stumbled to a stop and turned to stare at Gerard, ignoring Mikey's pleas for them to hurry the fuck up. 


"Mikey told me," Gerard said quickly. "Don't be mad at him, and I'm sorry if that pissed you off, it came out 
Totally wrong, |-" 


"Would you believe me if | said that the head didn't mean shit to me?" Frank asked, strangely incensed by 
Gerard's assessment of the situation. "That | just liked her and not the fact that she sucked my dick? Maybe 
I'd like to know why, too - as much as everyone else who keeps fucking asking me that question. | just fucking 
liked her and | want to get to know her and forget about the fucking head at the fucking party, okay? | just.. | 
just want to find her. Is that okay with everyone?" 


Gerard stuffed his hands into his pockets and resumed walking. "Well, it's fine by me," he called over his 
shoulder. "But what if she doesn't want to be found?" 


Frank jogged a few steps to catch up with him. "What makes you say that?" he asked as they handed their 


ride tickets to the attendant. Mikey put his hand up from the opposite side of the wagon, his skinny legs 
dangling off the edge, arms splayed out to save them both room to sit next to him. 


Gerard stepped up the platform steps and carefully navigated his way through the bodies already seated. 
Before he sat down, he looked over at Frank and shrugged. "Maybe she thinks she's not what you really want?" 


This house is haunted That\'s how | want it to be. 
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Frank sat down next to Mikey, having no time to really wonder what Gerard had meant as the tractor jerked 
to life and they were hauled off into the corn field to face their fears. The tractor bounced them along a 
rough, uneven path that was really just a set of tire ruts worn deeply into the dirt. 


"That discussion looked pretty serious," Mikey said quietly. "Did Gee piss you off or something?" 


"No," Frank said, flinching as a pair of chainsaw-wielding psychos attacked the other side of the wagon. Several 
girls screamed hysterically as the saw motors roared, vibrating wickedly as they were placed against the 
wooden floor. Frank leaned closer to Mikey, practically yelling in his ear. "I don't know why you had to tell him 
everything that happened with me and Jane," Frank said. 


"I didn't tell him everything" Mikey said with a cringe. "Well, not anything scandalous, anyway." 
"Just- next time, try to keep details of my sex life private, okay?" 


"Dude, | didn't say anything about your sex life. Were you, like, not present for the conversation we just had? 
All| said was that you don't know her but that you met her at my party and are kind of obsessed." 


Frank just shook his head and let it go, not wanting to get into an argument or cause one between Mikey and 


his brother. And it wasn't like Mikey had told the whole world, after all. Just Gerard. 


The hayride was great. At one point the tractor had pretended to stall outside a cemetery scene. While it tried 
to kick over, a horde of zombies slowly stumbled from the trees beyond. They poured out of the leaning gate, 
causing most of the tractor's passengers to scream in terror. Mikey didn't scream, but he tucked his legs up 
indian-style and covered his face as the dead shambled closer. Frank leaned forward to gauge Gerard's 
reaction, but Gerard was too busy laughing at Mikey to be afraid. He looked over at Frank mid-grin and the 
two laughed at each other. 


Gerard wrapped an arm around Mikey's shoulders as the tractor's engine finally kicked in and they set off once 
more for the house, which had been the Casola family's home when the farm had been founded. The property 
sat vacant the rest of the year and was primarily used for storage, but during the month of October it 
became the focal point of their enormous haunted attraction As the crowd jumped down from the wagon and 
converged upon the steps, staring with trepidation at the door, a couple of farmhands in masks ran around the 
side of the house, screaming and waving hatchets. Gerard jumped, flailing as he took a step back and collided 


with Frank. 


"Pay attention, varmints!" yelled the first guy, who was wearing a disfigured mask and baggy overalls. "Cuz l'm 
not gonna say this twice!" His Southern accent was horrible, but Gerard flinched anyway. The two in-bred 
monsters quickly ran down the common ‘house rules’ (no pictures, no smoking, no touching the props, stay in 
your group, don't touch the actors and the actors won't touch you) and then flung the doors wide. 


Mikey naturally lunged for the door, but Gerard pulled him back. "Wait, Mikey, with all of those people in the 
way we're not going to see anything," he said. The crowd filed inside and then Gerard grabbed Frank's shoulders 


and pushed him firmly in front of him, then dragged Mikey behind him. 
"What the hell?" Frank said. 


"You and Mikes are collateral damage should anything attack. I'm in the middle because it's most important for 


me to survive." 
"You're in the middle because you're a fag, Gee," Mikey said with a snort. 
"Yeah maybe, but at least l'm not going to be a fag killed at the hands of a chainsaw-man' 


Frank snorted, vaguely interested in whether or not Gerard really was gay, but also not having the guts to ask. 
Besides his reluctance to enter a haunted house without being sandwiched between two other guys, Gerard 
didn't seem gay. He seemed quiet and creepy and older than them; more like an art fag than an actual fag. But 
Frank quickly admonished himself for thinking so stereotypically, when his entire life he had been consistently 
fucked over by people's perceptions of the ‘norm: And though Frank considered himself straight he was able to 
admit that he could find a guy attractive, even though he couldn't see himself actually acting on it. 


Gerard moved forward into the house and Frank followed, so lost in thought that he missed the first ‘scare’ - 
a guy standing in a corner, dressed in all black and holding a severed head. By the time they had made it 
through the twisting hallway and into the second room, Frank had decided that it didn't matter. Gerard was 
what he was, and it certainly wasn't Frank's place to judge him or make unnecessary assumptions. He barely 


even knew him. 


The house itself was really well-planned, with lots of authentic-looking props and plenty of gore. It also had 
something of a back-story, which Frank could really get into as it was based on the whole Texas Chainsaw 
Massacre kind of theme. Each room had at least one actor or actress, sometimes playing another in-bred 
mutant family member, sometimes playing a victim pleading with the guests to let them out of their plastic 
shackles. One girl stumbled up to Frank and stopped, inches and eye-level from his face, before opening her 
mouth and shrieking with so much vehemence that he covered his head and ducked. Gerard laughed and patted 
his shoulder and they continued through the obligatory hanging body bags room, the electric chair room, and the 
funnel of death room, and exited outside onto a neat stone path. 


They walked, their formation loosening as they wound through a cemetery scene. Mikey put his hood up as 
they came upon the first mausoleum. The door was ajar, nothing but blackness visible inside, and all three of 


them watched for signs of life. Or un-life, as it may have been. 
From behind Mikey, there was a rustle of bushes and a low groan. “Brainsssssssss." 


Mikey spun around, took one look at the dead guy in a powder blue suit, and hauled ass down the path. Frank 
and Gerard watched him go with great amusement, nearly doubling over when a zombie girl lunged at him and 
he shrieked and leaped sideways, arms windmilling like crazy, but still didn't stop running. "Mikey's a little bit 
afraid of zombies," Gerard said with a shrug. 


"Yeah, it looks like it" 


They continued on their walk, Gerard nearly diving into the bushes when a statue-woman he thought was fake 
lunged at him. Beyond the exit gates of the cemetery stood a maze, and Gerard froze when he heard the 


terrifying sound of screams and revving chain-saws from within. 


"Dude, I'm fuckin’ out," Gerard said. "| need a cigarette anyway." He turned to cut through to the emergency 
exit, but Frank laughed and pulled him back onto the path, momentarily unconcerned with his display of 
familiarity. 


"| can't walk through the maze alone," Frank said, staring at the black-robed man standing guard at the 
entrance. "Michael Meyers might be in there." 


Gerard sighed. "Chainsaws freak me out. They're loud and unsafe and did you know that they use real 
chainsaws? They do. They just take the chains off" He set his lips into a thin line, mouth turning down at the 
corners. "I don't like it," he finished. 


Frank burst into laughter as Gerard's facade cracked and he turned around quickly to hide his smile. "You can 
laugh, Frank, but if | see Michael Meyers I'm feeding you to him" He paused at the entrance and then quickly 
stepped behind Frank, who snorted with laughter. 


Rounding the first corner, the creeping began. They peeked around corners and tip-toed, their shoes stil 
overly-loud on the gravel. Gerard stayed right behind Frank, and Frank could feel Gerard's hoodie as it brushed 
against the back of his own. When he stopped short to peek around a corner, Gerard would invariably run into 


him. 


They had paused to lean against a wall, trying to discern whether the footsteps coming toward them were 
other wayward guests or advancing chansaw-wielders. Suddenly from the other side of the partition they were 
leaning against came the roar of a chainsaw. Gerard gave a shriek and wrapped his arms around Frank's waist, 
nearly lifting him off of his feet as he spun wildly and made to retreat in the opposite direction. "Gerard," 
Frank said through gritted teeth. He kept his voice deliberately low, as he didn't think the monster knew that 
they were just around the corner. "Stop freaking out and we can get away." It occurred to him after he had 


said it how ridiculous they must have sounded and looked to the other people bumping around in the dark. 


Gerard put a hand to his mouth as a man in a dark blue mechanic's jumpsuit and requisite hockey mask 
appeared in front of Frank and revved his chainsaw's motor. He shoved Frank roughly forward, nearly into the 
guy, and took off running. Frank spun and chased after him, mildly pissed off that he had been used as a 
human shield, but when he saw Gerard cowering in a dead end, the annoyance dissipated. Gerard looked 
petrified, back against the wall, eyes wide and fixed on the path before him. If the psycho came this way, 


there would be nowhere for them to hide. 


"We're trapped," Gerard said, brows knitting. He looked upwards, surveyed the top of the twelve-foot wall. 


"Unless you give me a boost." 


"l- what?" Frank looked up as well, and then turned back to face the opening as the deafening buzz came closer. 
He was about to yell for Gerard to just stop screaming, because they always taunted the screamer more, but 
Gerard's arms were around his throat and then he was piggy-backing him, causing Frank to nearly fall over as 
Gerard attempted to use him as a step stool to get to the top of the wall. It was thin plywood, however, and 
Frank suddenly had a vision of Gerard sending all of the maze walls down like fucking dominoes under his weight. 
He straightened up as Gerard slid off again, and then turned and pressed him against the wall. "Stop," he 
mouthed, shaking his head. 


Gerard's eyes, however, were locked on something over Frank's shoulder. Frank could feel the vibration in his 
teeth, knew what he'd see if he turned around. Instead, he lunged forward and wrapped his arms around 
Gerard's back, squeezing tightly. He figured that if he couldn't see the chainsaw he couldn't react as badly, and 
also hoped that the actor currently advancing upon them would be less likely to break up such a profoundly 
gay display of affection Gerard buried his face in Frank's shoulder, hands gripping the back of his hoodie as 
the noise grew deafening, as the wall behind them vibrated. 


And then the relentless hum began to fade. Frank turned his head, realizing that the pathway in front of them 
was clear. "Okay, he's gone." As he turned back, he nearly smacked noses with Gerard, who was staring at him 
and still clinging tightly to his hoodie. For a moment, neither spoke. Frank stared into Gerard's eyes, thinking 
about how this happened in every romantic comedy he had ever seen. Only this couldn't be a romantic comedy 
because he was staring at Mikey's creepy older brother, the one with the unbelievably disgusting room and 
collection of Dungeons and Dragons figurines. If it had been an actual romantic comedy, he'd notice how soft 
Gerard's lips looked and how long his eyelashes were and it would make him want to kiss him instead of just 
standing there, holding him. Like he was. He definitely didn't want to lean in and kiss the guy who had, judging by 
the state of his teeth, been estranged from his tooth brush for most of his adult life. Except his mouth was 
right there and so pretty- 


"You can let go now," Gerard said quietly. Frank blinked and realized that Gerard's hands had fallen to his sides, 
had probably been there for some time now. He let go and stepped back. 


Gerard stepped forward, closing the distance, suddenly imposing. "Did you just have a moment?" 


Frank raised his eyebrows. "I zoned out, l'm sorry." He swallowed hard, suddenly not so sure that he didnt want 


to have a moment. Gerard was staring at him again in that slightly unnerving way he had, his face lit up with 


sadistic excitement. Frank tugged his hoodie down and looked toward the main path. 
"IFs cool," Gerard said neutrally. He brushed by Frank, leaning close to his ear. "You can have a moment.” 


Frank, confused and slightly uneasy, turned to follow him out of the cul-de-sac. He had token his first step and 
suddenly Mikey was standing in the intersection, staring at them. 


"Did you freak out, Gee?" Mikey asked, stepping back so Gerard could exit the path. 


"Where the hell did you go?" Gerard asked, completely ignoring Mikey's question. Frank listened to them bicker, 
and Gerard seemed so irritated with his brother that he didn't even panic when the chainsaws kicked on in 


close proximity. 


As they rounded the corner of the final wall of the maze, Gerard saw some friends he recognized and dragged 
Frank and Mikey over to talk. They stood beside the bonfire for a while, talking about music and art and their 
favorite horror movies. Behind Gerard, Killer Klowns from Outer Space wos playing on the 40-foot screen, its 
soundtrack vying for dominance over the local garage band tearing up the stage. Frank stared at the screen 
over Gerard's shoulder, lips parted in a half-smile as a Klown killed the requisite "babe." He hated clowns, but 
this movie was pretty much a classic. It had scared the shit out of him as a kid. 


"Frank?" Gerard said, with the patient voice of someone who'd been trying to get his attention for a while. "Um. 
You wanna stay and watch that" 


Frank turned around, realizing that Gerard's friends had vanished, and Mikey was off talking animatedly to 
another group. He smiled and shrugged, almost shy. "That was the best part" 


"That movie scared the shit out of me when | was a kid," Gerard said. Frank smiled at him, and the uneasiness 


dissipated enough that Frank could finally meet his eyes. 


They walked to the car, figuring Mikey would catch up eventually. Frank kept his head down, smoking somewhat 
pensively as Gerard talked non-stop about his friends from art school, the ones that they had just run into. 
He was animated, alive, and Frank realized that he wasn't really creepy, maybe just shy around new people. 
There was something magnetic about Gerard, something that held Frank in and kept him interested through the 
eye-rubbing and long pauses. Even when he knew what he was going to say next, Frank found himself waiting 


for it. 


Gerard got in the car and leaned over to unlock the passenger-side door. Mikey was making his way over as 
Gerard turned to Frank, smiling as Frank leaned back in his seat. "Did you have fun tonight?" Gerard asked 


qui etly. 


"Yeah, the effects we sooo good," Frank said, shaking his head a bit. He'd decided halfway through that he 
wanted to recreate the bath tub scene for his birthday party next week. His friend Mark's parents were on 


vacation and they were going to use their house, unbeknownst to the owners, of course. They lived in a 


converted farmhouse, set on five acres in the middle of nowhere - an excellent place for an obnoxious party. 
Hopefully, if the guys were speaking to each other next week, Pencey Prep would play a set and they'd charge 
everyone five bucks a head to cover the cost of beer. 

Frank looked over at Gerard as Mikey got in As the engine sputtered to life, he debated inviting Gerard, 
wondering if he'd think it was stupid, or if he would even show up. His mind flashed back to Jane, and he 
entertained a brief fantasy of making his way through the crowd of people at his party, only to bump into her. 


Gerard turned the music up and Frank stared out the window as the miles flew by. 


When they got back into Belleville, Gerard pulled up in front of his house and parked the car. They said their 
goodbyes, and Frank headed off down the street, hands tucked into the front of his hoodie. 


"Gerard!" Frank called, walking backwards up the street. 
Gerard turned and stood in the middle of the sidewalk, fiddling with his keys as he waited for Frank to continue. 
"Next Saturday's my birthday party." 


"Cool," Gerard said with a shrug. The look on his face made Frank laugh. Sort of.. Why the fuck are you telling 


me this? 

"That means you should come. Mikey's going.” 

"Okay." 

"Okay," Frank yelled, breaking into a grin. "I'm gonna turn around now, so | don't fall on my ass. Night, Gerard!" 
"Night!" 


Frank spun on his heel and walked forward. This time, walking home didn't seem so foreign. He remembered the 
landmarks well. 


Masquerade, Masquerade. Grab your mask and don\'t be 
late 
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The party was pretty much out of control by midnight. There were at least IOO people crammed in front of 
the makeshift stage in the side yard, awaiting Pencey Prep's set. Frank thanked God, for perhaps the hundredth 
time that night, that they had decided to use Mark's parents’ house since it was in the sticks. Had they 
attempted to have this sort of event in Belleville proper, it would have been busted and broken up by the cops 
before it even got started. They probably would have brought the drug dogs, and Frank probably would have 
spent his birthday behind bars. 


People had showered him with gifts. Some of them, like the bottles of vodka and the various pipes and bongs, 
were of dubious legality - especially in his under-aged hands. The dimes of pot had accumulated in his pockets 
until Frank was sure that, barring a conviction for drug trafficking, he'd never have to pay to get high again 


Everyone who had presented him with a gift asked to smoke a bowl or do a shot with him. Frank was 
consequently wasted. As he made his way to the stage, he tripped on the plywood boards their equipment was 
set up on and nearly wound up inside the drum set. He laughed, doubling over and then raising his arms in 


victory as the crowd cheered. 
"Hey guys!" he shouted amidst the shrill whine of feedback. "Whoa, it's my birthday party! AND IM ON FIRE!" 


The crowd hollered and Frank squinted into the floodlights mounted on the side of the house, throwing a hand 
up to shield against the glare so he could see his friends' faces. Most of them were in costume, a motley gang 
of axe-wielding psychos, bedsheet ghosts, witches, dead girls, zombies, and one Killer Klown. Frank made a 
slurred, mental note to avoid that kid like the plague. He blinked, realizing with a giggle that he'd been staring 
bit stoned." Frank tried to hold his fingers up to show a small increment but couldn't make the gesture. 
Dropping his hands, he breathed heavily into the mic as he clutched at it. "Okay I'm wasted. But fuck it. Lets 
go!" 


It was the most horrible, discordant set ever. Frank spent most of the time shrieking unintelligibly and waving 
his hands around while the other band members just sort of faked their parts. He ended the set by falling 
backwards into the grass, nearly unconscious. Everyone laughed and then went back to the party as the stereo 


kicked on again, paying little mind to their fallen comrade. 


Frank lay on his back, eyes half-closed as he counted the stars. He was entirely content, too fucked up to be 


anxious or to worry about anything, really. It was one of those inebriations that brought a sense of general 
well-being and made him somehow positive that his friends, the guys he couldn't count on when they were 
sober, would be there for him, would take care of him and have the presence of mind to drag his drunk ass 
inside before passing out themselves. And sure, while they had left him in the grass without even rolling him 
over onto his stomach or even checking to make sure he was breathing, Frank still felt loved and honored that 


they had all showed up to celebrate his birthday with him. 


After an indeterminate amount of time there was the sound of movement to his right, but turning his head 
had long-since become an impossibility. He watched a star for a few minutes, certain that it was moving and 
was actually a UFO. When he blinked, he couldn't find it again and figured that it must have darted off. Frank 
was moderately afraid of aliens, but tonight he just wanted them to come to his party. "Come back," he 
whispered to the sky, which was suddenly eclipsed by a pale face and dark bangs. 


"You okay?" it said, and Frank wasn't sure its lips had even moved. He squinted, and then the face was closer, 
shoulders moving as someone slid a hand beneath his back. "Can you sit up?" But he was being pushed forward 


before he could answer. 

"M just a little drunk," he mumbled, turning to look at his attempted rescuer, who in his mind looked like an 
alien. Once he was sitting up, a lot of the vertigo eased off, and he found himself almost able to sit up without 
wobbling. "Thanks." 

| hate it when | get stuck in the stars." 


Frank squinted, the words making no sense. And for a moment, he thought that maybe it was an alien he was 


talking to after all. "How do you get out of them?" he asked. 
"| close my eyes." 


"Huh," Frank said. He leaned over and spat on the ground, his mouth sticky-dry from the smoke and the beer 
and the singing. The arm around his shoulders tightened. "I'm okay, not gonna throw up." 


Pale, thin fingers held out a red Solo cup. Frank took it, staring at the chipped, black nail polish. He tipped the 
cup and stared inside without taking a sip. 


‘Its just water. | saw you like, lying dead in the grass." 


Frank snorted. "I'm back from the dead. I've risen, like Jesus." He laughed, finding himself amazingly witty. It 
occurred to him that he hadn't yet figured out who was helping him. He turned his head and stared for a 
moment, but they were looking away, watching the people in the front yard talk and laugh. "Hey," Frank 
whispered, turning to face his friend. He hit their hand with his knee and the water spilled down the leg of his 


Jeans. 


As the cup was knocked out of their hand, they turned to face him. Frank stared for a moment. He wasn't 


entirely sure what he was seeing. "Jane?" he said hopefully. 
"Gee." 


Frank blinked. He tried to process and understand the correction he had been given, but needed a closer look 
first. So he sat up and crawled into the person's lap in an effort to look at them more closely. His knee landed 
on their thigh and then slid off, causing him to fall forward and bang his mouth and nose against their 
shoulder. "Ooph," he said. 


"Whoa, Frank" There were hands already reaching to steady him, even as he wallowed closer, pressed his 
mouth against the scarf that smelled like cigarettes, and tonight, the faint odor of pot. "Are you sure you're 
okay?" 


"Jane," Frank said, and he was clutching now, pushing her back into the grass, hard, onto her elbows. 
"Gee," she said again, impatiently. "Gerard, Mikey's brother? Its me, Frank” 


The name hit home. Frank took a deep breath. "Gerard?" He took in the hair, the eyes, the smeared black 
eyeliner, the coat, the scarf. And he became unreasonably angry, suddenly certain that Gerard was in costume. 
A dane costume. Frank grabbed him by the scarf, pulled him close, nose to nose. "Did your fucking brother put 
you up to this?" They were all probably laughing their asses off at him right now. He looked around wildly to 
confirm or deny this, but then turned back to Gerard. 


"No, my brother doesn't know.’ Gerard was staring back at him, his expression unreadable as Frank's eyes 
started to burn They were mostly tears of alcohol-fueled rage, but there was hurt in there as well. Here he 
was, despite all of his strength and determination, still being picked on by his friends. And his friends’ older 
brothers. 


"Fuck you," Frank snarled. He rolled to the side and tried to stand, found himself incapable. Instead, he collapsed 
backwards into the grass. "I fucking loved her, you have no right to joke about it," he said miserably, in a rush 
to get the words out before he began to heave. And then Frank was throwing up and Gerard was rolling him 
over and yanking him up onto his knees as he continued to cough and retch, fountains of mixed alcohol and 


stomach acid splashing onto his splayed fingers. 


When the vomiting had subsided, Frank slumped forward, attempting to put his face to the grass, but Gerard 
pulled him backwards by his hoodie instead. He held him up, one arm around Frank's middle. "You don't want to 
put your face there,” he said patiently. 


"Why?" Frank asked miserably. Why dad you come in costume as the girl that stole my heart? is what he had 


meant to ask. 


"Because | was curious," Gerard said. "| didn't think you'd even remember me. You just.. you seemed nice 
enough, not an asshole. And at first, | didn't realize you thought | was a girl” Gerard paused. "| mean, | didn't 


think.. | didn't know that until you called me ‘Jane’ upstairs, but by then | was committed to going through with 
it. And you seemed willing enough.’ 


Frank was lost. "Wait. Are you talking about tonight? Because | didn't- the only time | talked to you was when 
you came to sit with me." He rubbed his eyes with the palms of his hands. "l- don't. What are you saying? 
Because, because | don't" He sat back on his knees, wiped the vomit from his chin with the sleeve of his 


hoodie. 


Gerard looked away, quiet for a long time. Frank was about to urge him on, to start in with another round of 
drunken, nonsensical questions when Gerard finally turned toward him. "Do you think you're going to throw up 


anymore?" 
Frank shook his head. "I think I'm sober again," he whispered. Like it was a secret. 


Gerard laughed quietly, then stood and pulled Frank up with him. "You're definitely not sober," he said quietly, 
wrapping an arm around Frank as he stumbled. "But that's okay. Neither am |.” 


Gerard walked Frank back to the house. A couple people stopped to stare, and Gerard quickly explained that 
Frank needed to go inside and lie down. Frank stared at his feet, too dizzy and nauseated to do anything but 
cling to Gerard. A girl with shoulder-length dark hair held the door, and then put her hand on Gerard's arm as 


he explained Frank's deal. She folded her arms across her chest and then went back outside. Gerard groaned. 
"Am | too heavy?" Frank whispered. These were secrets, these events. Meant to be spoken of in hushed voices. 


"What? No, I'm just. | think I'm in trouble." Gerard's sheepish laugh was close to Frank's ear as they ascended 
the stairs, Gerard one step behind to make sure that Frank didn't fall when he leaned back, which was pretty 
much constantly. By the time they reached the top, Gerard had his arms around Frank's waist, half-supporting, 
half-pushing him toward a door at the end of the hall. 


"And lo, the nerve center of any house party," Gerard said dryly as he shoved open the bathroom door and 
then pushed Frank inside. Frank fell on his knees in front of the toilet, heaving immediately. "Whoa, Frank." 
Gerard was quickly next to him, holding his hair out of the line of fire. "Was that some sort of drunken 


Pavlovian response? You see the toilet and immediately have to puke again?" 


Frank finished vomiting, then spat into the toilet and shrugged. He realized that he was sobering up as he 
flushed, and that something serious had been going on before their exodus from the side lawn to the 
bathroom. Gerard handed him toilet paper and he blew his nose into it, then tossed it into the wastebasket. 
With a groan, Frank got to his wobbly feet and leaned heavily against the sink. He ran the water, washing his 
hands, then his face, and rinsing out his mouth. Things were still fuzzy around the edges, but he was no longer 
incapacitated. 


"l'm sorry," Gerard said as he slumped backwards into the tub, legs dangling over the side. "| should have been 


honest with you. That night at your show, when you dedicated your set to Jane? |.. felt so bad. And | wanted 


to tell you at your car. That's why | followed you, but then | didn't really want you to beat my ass in an alley 
in front of all of my little brother's friends." 


"So. You, Gerard, are Jane." Frank turned and leaned against the sink, staring at Gerard. At Jane. He rubbed one 


eye, idly wondering how he could have possibly been drunk enough for that mistake to occur. 


"You couldn't get Gerard, and it was loud and | was tired of repeating myself, so | just told you to call me Gee 


instead. Only- you must have heard Jane." 
"And. You didn't correct me upstairs why?" Still rubbing his eye. 
"Because by then | was determined to go through with it" 


Frank turned around, turned the water back on. "What exactly were you determined to do, Gerard?" He 
grabbed a toothbrush out of the wall-mounted holder and dug around in the medicine closet until he found 
toothpaste. And he brushed his teeth, occasionally missing his mouth and getting toothpaste on his cheek. 


‘| was curious? And so | wanted to see what it would be like. To be with a guy. Like, | saw you practically 
having sex with the wall and | figured-" Gerard paused when Frank turned around, a mouthful of foam dangling 


from his lips as he brushed furiously. "Frank, is that your toothbrush?" Gerard asked, eyes wide. 


Frank waved the question away with a hand, shrugging at the same time as if to indicate that it did not 
matter, then held out a hand as if urging Gerard to continue. Gerard took a deep breath, brushed his bangs 
out of his face. "Okay." he said slowly, as Frank turned around and spit into the sink, then rinsed his mouth 
with water. "So. | thought you knew. But then, upstairs, | realized that you didn't know. And then when things.. 
turned out like they did, | thought it would be better if | just didn't stick around. That would have been a one- 


way ticket to awkward town" 


Frank found Mark's parents’ Listerine and helped himself, swigging directly from the bottle. He gargled while 
Gerard bit his nails, then spat into the sink and wiped his hands on his shirt. "Okay. So." Frank exhaled and 


stumbled over to the tub, settling down next to Gerard. Someone knocked on the door. 


"Use the one downstairs!" Frank yelled He closed his eyes, trying to collect himself. "So. Let me tell you my 
version of events. Once upon a time, | met this girl at a party. | liked this girl a lot, enough to want to get to 
know her and enough that | thought about her a lot afterwards. But she only wanted in my pants for one 
night, not in my heart or my head. Just my pants." Frank hiccuped, derailing himself. "Anyway, then she 
somehow turns out to be a he. A brother's friend. No. Reverse that. And like - Jesus, Gerard," Frank said as 


he leaned closer to him, their faces inches apart. “This is my birthday present? Don't you like me at all?" 


"I thought you knew in the maze," Gerard said around one well-chewed cuticle. "You looked like you had put it 


all together." 


"Nope," said Frank, sarcastically proud of his dumb. "I was thinking about how much | wanted to kiss you." 


"Oh." Gerard looked away. 
"You know. You're not the first boy I've kissed," Frank said bitterly. 


"And my magic eight-ball should have told me this?" Gerard said with a sigh. "I should have asked, Frank. 
Sorry." 


There was another knock, quickly turning into insistent pounding. "Fuck off" Gerard yelled, throwing a bottle of 


shampoo against the door. 

"Was I." Frank asked after a moment. He stared at his fingers. 

"Were you what? Please don't ask me if you were a good lay." 

Frank got his legs into the tub and then turned around to face Gerard, kneeling. "Was | your first?" 

"Yeah," Gerard said as Frank leaned forward and kissed him again, their teeth clinking together a couple of 
times before they found their rhythm. Frank, still drunk, wound up awkwardly slumped in Gerard's lap, 
supported by one hand gripping the faucet spout. He pulled away after a few moments, and Gerard made a 
face. "Listerine? Really, | think | would have preferred the vomit 


Frank smiled. "| wouldn't have brushed if | had known that." 


"Did you plan this? Like, did you brush your teeth knowing you were going to wind up in my lap, trying to make 
out with me?" 


"Who's trying?" Frank said quietly. He leaned forward and kissed Gerard's throat, then bit his jaw. "I think we're 
definitely making out. And you like it" Gerard's jaw dropped as Frank's mouth moved to his earlobe. "I missed 
you," Frank said with a smile, the words murmured against the shell of Gerard's ear. Someone knocked on the 
door. 

"Use the downstairs one!" Frank yelled as his fingers brushed Gerard's thigh and Gerard shivered beneath him. 
"Gerard?" called a girl's voice on the other side of the door, followed by more knocking. 

"That would be my girlfriend,” Gerard whispered as he hauled Frank up and back onto his own side of the tub, 
then crawled out. "I have to go," he said, louder that time "You gonna be okay, man?" He pressed his palms 
against Frank's cheeks and tilted his head up, then kissed him again. 


"Hey," Frank said as Gerard checked his neck in the mirror, looking for marks. "Don't forget. About me, okay?" 


"Okay, Mayor McCheese," Gerard said, rolling his eyes with a laugh. "I won't forget about you." He put his hand 


on the knob and then turned around quickly. Dropping to his knees before the tub, he kissed Frank one more 
time and then pressed his lips against his ear. "Get my number off of Mikey. We're not done talking about 
this." 


The pounding intensified to kicking behind him. "Jesus Christ, Kat! Calm down!" Gerard threw open the door and 
the yelling receded down the hallway. Frank closed his eyes. After a while, he got up and went back to his 


party. 


To find Mikey. 


Nm coming over but it never was enough... 
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Frank didn't hear from Gerard for the rest of the weekend. 


He'd gone back to the party to find Mikey, had pushed him drunkenly into a corner and had asked him for 


Gerard's number. 


"Gerard doesn't have a cell phone," Mikey had yelled over the din. "But | can give you my parents’ house 


number." 

"Forget it. Just give him my number when you see him, okay? And tell him to call me." 

Frank had woken up in the bathtub the next afternoon with a headache and a painful case of total recall. He 
drove home, wrote a paper for his behavioral psych class, tried unsuccessfully to keep Gerard and Jane out of 
his head, and then went to bed early, checking his phone every ten minutes or so until he finally dozed off. The 
phone rang around eleven and Frank had it to his ear before the first ring was completed. It was only Mikey, 


wanting to meet up for lunch. 


And now at lunch, Frank could barely concentrate on the story Mikey was telling him about a girl he'd met and 
allegedly had sex with at Frank's birthday party. 


"And she gave me her number, but it was fucking fake. Dude, | was so pissed, but then two seconds later | 
realized | really didn't care. Hey, it's like she's my Jane!" 


"| don't know how you can do that," Frank said. He ignored the Jane comment. "Sleep with girls like it's nothing.’ 
Mikey shrugged. "It's not nothing It's just sex." 


"You're going to get AIDS and die." Frank was in a bad mood. "Or you're going to get some girl pregnant.” He 
stood up and dumped his trash, then slung his messenger bag over his shoulder. 


Mikey stood too, unfazed by Frank's assertions. "That's what god invented condoms for. Did Gerard call you?" 
Frank looked away, acting confused. "No, was he supposed to?" 


"You asked me to give him your number at your party. | thought you were going to try to make out with me. 
God, how drunk were you?" 


Frank forced a laugh. "To make out with you? | wasn't that drunk. Hey, | have to get to class early today. I'l 


see you." 


Mikey snorted and flipped him off. "You're mad about the Jane thing. Dude face it, you're probably never going 
to find her." 


Frank simply turned around and walked back out the door. Instead of going to his class he got on the train and 
went home. His mom was at work, would never know he skipped, and it was easy to call it a Mental Health Day, 
considering he was a Psych major. He kicked off his shoes and sprawled on his bed, opening a notebook in an 


attempt to at least write some lyrics. Before he could get anything down, however, he fell asleep. 


Sometime later, his phone woke him. It was like a law of the universe that the phone never rang until he was 


deeply and properly asleep. He pulled it out of his pocket and held it to his ear. 
"Frank?" 

He'd forgotten to say hello. "Hello?" he mumbled. 

"Hiii" Frank's eyes shot open. "Did | wake you? It's Gee." 


"| know," he said, rolling onto his side and curling up. The alarm clock on his nightstand said 5:39, and he 


assumed it was pm. "How are you?" 


"Can you come over?" Gerard asked quickly. "I mean, it's okay if you're busy or whatever. But Mikey's at work 
and | just got home. And | wanted to maybe hang out?" 


Frank was already putting his shoes on. He lit a cigarette and stumbled into the bathroom to brush his teeth. 
"No, | can. | was studying.” 


"Oh, well, if you have shit to do, it's cool. Maybe we can-" 
"Gerard, | said I'll be there. Give me fifteen" 


"Okay. Just- come to the basement door, okay? Bye." There was a nervous exhalation on the other end of the 


line, and then a click. 


Frank brushed his teeth while holding his cigarette. As soon as he rinsed his mouth, he put it back to his lips 
and then ran down the steps and out the door. 


It was chilly, two days until his actual birthday and it seemed that winter had finally decided to settle in He 
walked through all the dead leaves, hands in his pockets except when he was smoking, which was pretty much 
for the entire fifteen-minute walk. Frank was nervous, and when he was nervous, he smoked. 


He jogged down Gerard's steps and knocked, just one knuckle against the wood. The door flew open immediately 
and Gerard was standing there, not looking at him. "Hi," he said, smoothing his untucked, button-down shirt. 


"Come on in" 


"Hey." Frank slid by him, suddenly unsure. He turned and waited, watching while Gerard dead-bolted the door 


and then turned to face him. 


"I cleaned my room," Gerard mumbled as he pushed the door open. To Frank's surprise, it didn't smell nearly as 


bad as it had the last time he was in it. 
"Can | smoke in here?" Frank asked, cigarette already to his lips. 


"Yeah." Gerard picked up a pack of Marlboro reds and a clear blue lighter. He tipped it, pouring the lighter fluid 
from the reserve side so that it would light, and flicked it a couple of times. Frank watched all this through a 
haze of smoke. "Why don't you just buy a new one?" he asked. 


"This one's not empty yet," Gerard answered around the cigarette dangling from his mouth. He shook the 
lighter, flicked it a couple more times. Frank reached out and grabbed his hand (Gerard's fingers were cold), 
pulled the nearly-empty lighter from it and replaced it with his metal Zippo. Squinting, half-glaring, Gerard lit 
his cigarette and then handed the lighter back to Frank. He sat on the bed. Frank sat next to him, not too close 
though, and stared at the odds and ends crammed onto a bookshelf in the corner. He didn't know where to 
start. 


"So, like, do you remember much from Saturday night?" Gerard asked. 

It was a good lead-in, not too probing but pointed enough to make his line of questioning obvious. Frank kicked 
his shoes off and tucked his legs up, sitting Indian style. He scratched the star tattooed on his forearm. "I 
remember," he said eventually, looking down at his hands. 

"Oh," Gerard paused. "I'm sorry." 


"For what?" Frank asked, genuinely surprised as he turned to face him. 


"Mostly?" Gerard asked, leaning forward until their arms were touching. "I'm sorry that | picked you for my 


sinister experiments." 
Frank just stared at him. Part of him really hoped that he'd misunderstood. "You regret it was me?" 


"No, no," Gerard said. "Not like that. | just mean, if | had known you then, | wouldn't have fucked with your head 
like that. You're being really cool about this whole thing and though I'd probably eat glass in exchange for 


never naving To have This sort of conversation again, | quess.. iT cou e worse. 
having to have this sort of tion again, | guess.. it could b 


"You've seen me naked," Frank said, yet another humiliating realization washing over him. 
"You weren't entirely naked. And | didn't look 

"You didn't look?" Frank buried his face in his hands. "Thanks. That makes me feel better.” 
"Well- what do you want me to say? That | went by taste alone?" 

Frank cringed. 


Gerard took one last drag of his cigarette and picked up the ashtray to stub it out. He held it out for Frank to 


do the same. 
"| don't know. I've never.. done that before," Frank said, his voice muffled by his hoodie. 
"Which part?" Gerard asked. 


‘I've never picked someone up at a party. Or been picked up. | mean, I've met girls and.. stuff. But not. You 
know. What happened after | met you." Frank stopped talking, aware that he was rambling. 


"Yeah, you told me that” 


"You have a girlfriend," Frank said, mostly for clarification purposes, but he realized quickly that it sounded like 


an accusation "That's cool," he added. 


Gerard set the ashtray aside and lit another cigarette, so Frank lit one too. There was this overwhelming 
awkward silence between them, and Frank wasn't sure when it had arrived, but he was really starting to panic 


about it when Gerard spoke up. 
"You said you've kissed guys. Do you mean, like, when drunk?" 


Frank didn't want to explain himself, did not want to tell this story to this boy, and so he bought some time 
crawling across Gerard's bed to stretch out with his head on a pillow. Gerard turned around and faced him, 


one leg on the bed, one foot on the floor. He was clearly still waiting for an answer to his question 


"Not drunk, just.. young. | had the biggest crush on this kid Vincent in eighth grade. Like, | knew it was 
something | had to keep secret, but | didn't realize | was quite so transparent about it. We had guitar lessons 
together on Wednesdays and we became sort of friendly from that, even though he was the classic jock and | 
was just a classic loser. | made a move on him in the parking lot and got my ass beat down by the entire 
junior varsity football team for the rest of the year, and for pretty much every year after that. And then in 
my senior year | saw him at a show and he took me out back and kissed me. It was just like, a two-minute 


thing. But yeah." 


"That's a nice little ending." 


"Not really. The next day they pissed in my locker." Frank pushed himself up and leaned across Gerard to stub 
out his cigarette. As he pulled back, Gerard caught him by the shoulder and kissed him. 


Frank closed his eyes, not sure at first what kind of kiss Gerard was attempting. It felt like a light peck for a 
moment, and perhaps Gerard was just testing the waters or reassuring him, but Frank stayed where he was: 
hand on the mattress next to Gerard's leg, arm outstretched with fingers still mid-stub, his entire body 
turned at an awkward angle. It felt like the only thing holding him up was Gerard's hand on his neck. Frank's 
arm burned from being twisted beneath him but he didn't move, he waited to see what would happen. He didn't 


even know what he wanted to happen. 


Gerard pulled away but didn't let go of him. Instead he leaned back, sliding his body down until his head rested 
on the pillow. There was a perfect moment of tension as their gazes met again, and Gerard tilted his head 
down, eyes roaming the contours of Frank's face until it became too much for him to take. "What?" he asked, 


waiting for news of his fate. 


As if in answer, Gerard slid his hands around to the back of Frank's neck and closed his eyes. Adjusting his 
position so that he was lying halfway on top of Gerard, Frank leaned forward and brushed the tip of his nose 
against Gerard's jaw, getting a sigh and slight shiver for his efforts. That was all the invitation Frank needed. 
He kissed him again, and this time it was neither drunk nor sloppy, but a lot more meaningful than Frank felt 
comfortable admitting to himself. Gerard had a girlfriend and Frank didn't particularly know if he wanted a 
boyfriend - he wasn't even sure that he wanted to go further than this kiss - but somehow that didn't 
matter. They were just two people, two boys, lying on a bed in someone's basement together, until Gerard 
rolled to the side and then wound up half on top of him, sliding one hand beneath his hoodie and t-shirt to 
squeeze Frank's side. He went for the throat with a little bit of teeth and Frank shivered, squirming slightly at 
the cold hand sliding up his ribs. 


And in that instant, Frank realized their age gap. This was how adults, people who had slipped off the cusp of 
childhood and into full-fledged maturity, made out on beds. With the intention of it leading somewhere other 
than hands in hair and tongues in mouths. Frank was closer to high school than he was to this sort of 
experience, was used to having to beg and finesse his way up a girl's shirt. But Gerard just took it, and it was 
a strange sort of feeling, having to be the one to pull someone's hand out of his clothing. 


"What's up, Moves?" Frank murmured, softening the slight rejection with a kiss to Gerard's jaw. 


"Moves?" Gerard snorted with laughter, slid one knee between Frank's. The way Gerard tilted his head and 
studied him almost made Frank wish he had kept quiet about the hand. It was only a hand, after all. And he 
didn't even have boobs. "Why did you stop me? We've gone further than this already, in case you've 
forgotten" Frank rolled his eyes and started to speak but Gerard countered the expression with a roll of his 
hips, lips against Frank's ear. "| missed you," he whispered. "And | thought about you all weekend" Frank was 
lost, hopelessly so. He arched up against Gerard, brought their mouths together harder, more urgently. 


After a moment Gerard broke free and looked down at him, licked his bottom lip. He burst into giggles and 
kissed Frank's cheek, shoulders shaking with laughter as he buried his face in the crook of his neck. "What?" 
Frank asked, pulling up Gerard's shirt so that he could touch the small of his back. He got a shiver, the softest 
little gasp from Gerard, right next to his ear. It was perfect. 


"You really want to know?" Gerard whispered, his hand finding its way beneath Frank's hoodie once more. And 
this time he did not stop him, he welcomed it, could feel his entire body break out in goose-bumps. Turning his 
head, Frank kissed the corner of Gerard's smile, sliding one hand easily into his hair and keeping the other at 
the base of his spine to better press them together. They kissed some more, and it was a few more minutes 
before Gerard could finish his thought. Frank wondered how they would ever carry on a conversation if it was 


going to be like this from now on. 
"I think it's cute that you just want to kiss. You're like a Catholic school girl. And | can't get off first base." 


Frank didn't know whether or not to be offended, but decided against it. The way Gerard was looking at him 
made it clear that he was joking, that he might have even found Frank's resistance a bit sweet but certainly 
not lame. He laughed instead. "Does that mean you think I'm the chick?" 


Gerard looked at him seriously, biting back the smile. "Do you want to be the chick? There's nothing wrong 
with exploring your sexuality like that." He giggled when Frank rolled them over and pinned Gerard's hands next 
to his head. He clasped their hands together, his own fingers sliding easily into the gaps between Gerard's. They 
fit perfectly. 


| might be the world's ugliest girl," Frank said, squinting down at Gerard. "But maybe you're into chicks with 


facial hair. You're kind of a weirdo, after all" 


Gerard pulled his hands free and reached down, tugging Frank's hoodie and t-shirt up as far as he could. He 
ran his hands along Frank's sides, digging his nails in just a bit. Their lips met and this time it was Frank who 
moved them against each other, holding Gerard by the hip. This time it was serious, and as the minutes slipped 
past and Gerard's cheeks grew flushed beneath him, Frank wondered if he hadn't just made some sort of foray 
into the world of adult make-outs. 


There was a knock on the door, and before Frank could register it he was being rolled to the side and dumped 


off the bed, squished into the corner between the bed and the wall. "Shhhh," Gerard hissed. 


The door opened seconds later, before Gerard even had time to roll over again. Frank heard Mikey call his 


brother's name. 


"Mikey, get the fuck out, okay?" Gerard's voice was urgent and still shaky. Thick, like he had been crying or 
sleeping. Or making out with Frank.. 


"Why?" Mikey sounded petulant, too much like the younger brother he was. 


"Because | fucking said so!" There was the sound of fluttering pages, a thud, and Mikey's plaintive cry of ow! 
"You didn't have to hit me with a fucking book, Gerard, Jesus. I'll leave you to your jerking off." 


Mikey slammed the door and Gerard leaned over and attempted to fish Frank out from the crevice between 
the bed and the wall. "Sorry, sorry," he whispered, trying to pull him up. Frank managed to get to his knees and 
lean across the bed, trying hard not to think about Gerard's reaction, about what it meant for them. This 
couldn't mean more, not yet. Maybe Gerard just didn't want to have to explain himself to Mikey like that. 


They tried to get back to where they had been, but it wasn’t working. There was an awkwardness that hung in 


the air between them now. And Gerard was noticeably tense, waiting for Mikey to return, Frank presumed. 


| should go," Frank whispered with one last, lingering kiss. He brushed his lips against Gerard's forehead and 


rolled off the bed. "Want to walk me out?" 

Gerard swallowed, looked for a second like he might say no. But he got up and crossed the room, pulling at his 
shirt in a distracted, uncomfortable gesture. Frank was more than a little bit comforted when Gerard put his 
arm around his waist as he walked him to the basement steps, but he could not deny that Gerard looked 
worried, lips set into a thin line even as Frank leaned in to kiss his cheek. 


"I won't tell anyone," Frank said automatically, and he hated himself a little bit. 


Gerard shrugged awkwardly, then seemed to think better of it and pulled him into a hug. "Will you come back 


tomorrow? Mikey has work again" 
Frank tucked his hands into his pockets. So it was like that. "Yeah, I'll see you tomorrow. Same time?" 


"Yeah." They parted ways and Frank walked home, trying to ignore the strange sense of anxiety that 
threatened his overwhelming elation. Maybe it was nothing after all 


| never said Nd take this lying down 
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"Fuck," Frank gasped as Gerard tilted his head and kissed the spot that made his eyes roll back. They were on 
Gerard's bed, in the dark, waiting for Mikey to come home from work so they could all go to the movies 
together. It was Saturday night, two days after Thanksgiving, and Mikey wouldn't be home until after eleven, 
thanks to the bookstore's holiday hours. This had been Frank's life for three weeks. The nights when Mikey 
worked, he went to Gerard's and they would lie on his bed and kiss and talk, but mostly kiss. Fifteen minutes 
before Mikey was due home, Gerard would walk Frank to the door and kiss him goodbye. But tonight they were 
all going out and it would be, aside from last Saturday night when Gerard showed up at Pencey's show, their 
first time out in public with a secret to keep. 


It was scary that sneaking around had become the norm so quickly. And Gerard had yet to round second base. 
Not for lack of trying, Frank noted, as Gerard's fingers brushed against the button of his jeans again "Tell me," 
Frank whispered, pulling his neck away from Gerard's mouth and rolling on top of him to pin him down. "Are 


you very excited to see How the Grinch Stole Christmas?" 


Gerard arched up against him, made a desperate little gasping noise when Frank bit his neck. He recovered with 
another small shudder, pushing Frank's hoodie up to follow the curve of his spine. "So terribly excited," Gerard 
said dryly. "I've been wanting to steal Christmas myself for years, but I've just been waiting for the 


instructional video." 


Frank kissed the spot below Gerard's bottom lip, then pulled back slightly to look down at him. "You just wanted 
to bang Cindy Lou Who." 


Gerard laughed, moved his hands to Frank's shoulders, shoved him over onto his side on the mattress. "Well | 
do have a thing for little people," he said, attempting to pull Frank's hoodie over his head. "Which would explain 
my infatuation with you." 


"Ha-ha," Frank said, his voice muffled beneath the fabric as he tried to free his arms to pull his sweatshirt 
back down. He sucked in a surprised breath as Gerard's lips brushed his bare stomach and made the muscles 
flutter of their own accord. "Gerard," Frank warned, attempting to pull his shirt back down at least. Gerard 
responded by sliding his head beneath Frank's shirt and kissing his sternum, hands moving beneath the fabric 


and over Frank's chest. 


Frank, already panting, took in a sharp breath as Gerard's knee slid between his legs and his mouth found 
Frank's left nipple. He arched up involuntarily, growing quiet in sudden indecision. Gerard's leg moved slowly, 


moved against him in just the perfect way, and he found his own leg rising up to press against Gerard's 


crotch. They both gasped in unison, Frank squirming as Gerard's breath blew hot against his spit-damp skin. "I 
want to try again," Gerard whispered, fingertips tucking into the waistband of Frank's boxers, above his jeans. 
His mouth kept moving, distracting Frank from telling him to stop unzipping his jeans. 


Gerard's fingertips were cold against the inner curve of Frank's hips and finally, thankfully, it was enough to 
make Frank say "Stop." 


Gerard groaned, defeated, and pulled his head out from inside Frank's hoodie. His cheeks were flushed, but Frank 
couldn't gauge his expression. Gerard wouldn't look at him. 


"Hey," Frank said with a sigh, sitting up. He didn't put an arm around him, though, because he was afraid that 
Gerard would take that as an acquiescence or nod to move forward again. So Frank folded his hands in his lap, 
locked his fingers together, and stared at Gerard's shoulder because it was the closest he could get to his 
eyes. 


Gerard ran his fingers through his hair but didn't look over at Frank. "Why are you doing this, then?" 
Conversation between them was often like a secret code, Frank realized. They did not ever expressly come out 
and say something when it dealt with.. this And there he was again, even in his own mind unable to define this 


relationship, what he was doing, with Gerard. Frank would have laughed if it didn't make him feel so sick 
‘| like you," he said instead. 


"Not enough, apparently." Gerard snorted and bowed his head. Not fair, Frank thought, but said nothing. He stood 
up instead, walked across the room to get a cigarette as Gerard kept talking. "| mean, I'm not trying to 


pressure you but it's not like we haven't done this already." 
| was barely present for that" Frank lit his cigarette and exhaled toward the ceiling. 


"You're barely present now," Gerard spat. "And | don't know what this is - you come to my house and spend 
hours kissing me, but you won't let me touch you and god knows you won't touch me." The way he said it 


made Frank think that Gerard knew exactly what this was. 


"| just - " Frank shrugged. He had fucked up, he realized, when he had told Gerard about Vincent and sort of 
always liking boys. Frank had inadvertently made it seem like he was more okay with this than maybe he was. 
It wasn't that he didn't want to experiment as much as Gerard did, and it wasn't that he wasn't attracted to 
him. But the what-ifs had claimed him the very first night they had done this and had just never let him go. 
What if Frank realized he didn't like guys after all? What if he did, but Gerard didn't? What if Gerard didn't like 


it because Frank was just awkward and terrible in bed? 


And the idea of actual sex - sex in the form of penetration - was panic-inducing. He couldn't even bring 
himself to think about that. Anal sex was a joke, a punch-line. Certainly not something that two people just did 
He couldn't ever imagine himself agreeing to that sort of thing, did not even begin to know how one decided if 


one were going to give or receive. 


Honestly, Frank didn't know how he felt about any of this. He knew that he liked Gerard as much as he would 
have liked Jane, and that he couldn't wait to see him and spent an inordinate amount of time thinking about 
him. He knew that he could have talked to him for hours if he didn't like kissing him as much as he did. They 
had similar interests, the same weird sense of humor, liked the same movies. The fact that they had the 
same gender should not have mattered, and Frank felt like a fucking loser saying that he wasn't sure if it did 
or not. Here was his chance to find out, and he was backing down because he knew he liked guys - just not 


how much 


Of course he couldn't bring himself to say any of this to Gerard, so when he looked down and realized that 
Gerard was staring at him, Frank did the worst thing he could have. He shrugged again. 


"Okay" Gerard said it like everything was final, and he stood up. He moved away from the bed like it was on 
fire, pulled out the swiveling chair on the opposite side of the room and sat down at his drafting table. "Okay," 
he repeated, softer this time, and then picked up a pencil and sketched a few lines on a blank sheet of paper. 


Just a bunch of lines, really - like it was some sort of artistic nervous tic. 


Frank glanced at the alarm clock on Gerard's nightstand. They had twenty more minutes. Frank hoped it 
wouldn't all be spent in awkward silence. He opened his mouth to say something, anything to break the ice, but 
Gerard cut him off. 


"So. Kat's coming tonight." 
Frank took a drag on his cigarette; there wasn't anything else he could do. "Your girlfriend?" he asked casually. 


"Yeah." It hurt that Gerard didn't try to modify that word, that he didn't even think to cringe or tack on a 
half-hearted ‘unfortunately’ - something to add a bit of reluctance to the affirmation. He just kept drawing. 


"IIl sit next to Mikey, then" Frank couldn't help the petulant note in his voice. 


"You can sit next to me, too," Gerard said. His voice was almost forcibly mellow, as if to show that he would 
not be baited into that kind of argument. Frank didn't have a comeback so he merely looked away, at the clock. 


Seventeen more minutes. 


EK 


Frank hadn't said much on the drive to the movies and when Mikey had asked him why, he had rattled off a 
bunch of excuses about being tired and unable to sleep the night before. "You're going to fall asleep in the 
moviel" Mikey had said with a laugh. Gerard hadn't said anything, he had just kept watching the lobby doors. He 
was obviously waiting for Kat, who had borrowed a car so it wouldn't take her two hours to catch a train out 


of the city and then a bus to Belleville. Frank wondered why Gerard hadn't offered to pick her up. 


Gerard was still watching, still not saying anything, and Frank was watching Gerard out of the corner of his 
eye. He also wondered what Kat looked like, what Gerard saw in her, and how long they had been dating. He 
thought he remembered her voice but couldn't put a face to it, though he remembered her yelling the night 
of his birthday party, through the bathroom door. Had Gerard been kissing him, then? Frank couldn't 


remember. And what the fuck would she look like? 


Frank didn't have long to wait to find out. A thin, somewhat mousy girl in a black skirt, black tights, and faux 
dalmatian fur jacket walked in and scanned the lobby. Gerard moved toward her, wrapped an arm around her 
back and kissed her cheek. She tucked her hair behind her ears and looked past him, to Frank and Mikey. Then 
things got a little weird. Turning back to Gerard, she frowned and folded her arms, murmuring. He must have 
said something back to her because he shrugged and then turned back to face him and Mikey. Kat and Gerard 
moved toward them, though there was space between them and Frank couldn't help but think that if he was 
that girl, he'd be holding Gerard's hand. 


"Hey," she said with a smile, nodding to Mikey and then leveling her gaze at Frank. "Sorry, | didn't know anyone 
else was coming." The pleasant tone of her voice was at odds with the look she shot Gerard. Turning back to 


Frank, she stuck out her hand. "Nice to meet you, I'm Kat" 


"Frank" He took her mittened hand and shook it. He didn't say anything else to her, and she didn't look at him 


agai n. 


"We're going to hit the concession stand if you guys want to grab seats. Frank, do you want popcorn or 


anything?" Gerard asked. 
"Don't ask me if | want anything," Mikey said. 


"You are a small popcorn and large cherry Icee, Mikey. We've been going to the movies together for the last 
fifteen years. Why the fuck would | have to ask?" Gerard's look of irritation was still in place when he met 
Frank's eyes. 


‘lm good," Frank said. But he stared at Gerard long enough to hopefully make it understood that he wasn't. Not 
really. But that it wasn't about a fucking Icee. 


Gerard looked like he might push the issue but then gave up and turned around, setting off across the lobby 
with Kat in tow. Frank followed Mikey into the dark to find seats - which turned out to be easy, as they were 
still 20 minutes early. And even though he hated himself a little bit, Frank let Mikey go in first so he could 
maybe sit next to Gerard. 


They returned a few minutes later and Frank was mildly gratified when Gerard cut in front of Kat in the aisle, 
presumably so he could sit next to him. As he sat down and handed Mikey his popcorn and drink, Gerard's knee 
brushed Frank's. Neither pulled away, and for a few seconds Frank wondered if he would spend the entire night 
trying to read these kinds of signals, and if he would be certifiably insane from doing so by the end of the 


movie. 


Gerard slid out of his jacket, resting it in his lap next to their dividing armrest, then leaned in to say 
something to Kat that Frank didn't catch. Not that he wanted to catch it, his eyes were on the blank movie 
screen. Mikey passed him the container of popcorn and Frank took a handful, chewing mechanically. "Freegan," 
Mikey hissed. "There's butter in it" Frank did not feel like debating the ethical consumption of what amounted 
to yellow chemical sludge. Instead he listened to Mikey talk about another girl, another party, and made the 
appropriate ‘sympathetic listener’ noises, but this time declined to tell him that he was going to die of AIDS. 


The lights dimmed and they sat through the previews for five entirely forgettable summer blockbusters-to- 
be. As the Universal Pictures music began to play, however, Frank was distracted from all hope of being 
distracted as Gerard's hand moved beneath his jacket to rest on Frank's knee. He felt Gerard's thumb move, a 
slight knee squeeze, and then his hand stilled, but he didn’t pull away. Frank was momentarily astounded at his 
nerve, and then just confused by it all. 


Gerard shifted in his seat and his hand slid to the inside of Frank's thigh. Something inside Frank went still and 
hot just then, but he kept his eyes on the screen and kept his leg bouncing rhythmically, as it always did when 
he was forced to sit still without fidgeting. Gerard's shoulder moved a bit, but he didn't move his hand back 
He squeezed harder, slid a bit higher. Frank started to panic. He crossed his legs, slipping a hand beneath 


Gerard's jacket to squeeze his hand, a warning, a no. 


Gerard squeezed back and their fingers threaded together easily. The pad of Gerard's thumb brushed the 
hollow between Frank's thumb and forefinger, but then went still as if satisfied to be holding hands instead of 
thigh. Frank couldn't pull away, not without making a scene. And he realized with dismay that he didn't want to 
pull away. Risking a glance over, Frank looked up at Gerard in the dark. His eyes were on the screen as well, 


face a mask of rapt attention His other hand sat empty on the armrest. 


Frank settled back and closed his eyes. He didn't want to watch this movie, didn't want to be sitting in the dark, 
lying to himself or to Gerard's fucking girlfriend. Mostly, he didn't want to want to hold hands under a coat 
with a guy who didn’t even like him enough to tell anyone about him. Frank thought about the first time they 
had made out on Gerard's bed, the only time Mikey had almost walked in on them. From then on Gerard had 
locked the door, but Mikey had never surprised them like that again. 


From then on, they had been more careful, but Frank suspected that the damage had been done when Gerard 
had pushed him away and off the bed. When it had been made clear to Frank that this was, indeed, a Big 


Secret. 
Somewhere upon this train of thought, Frank fell asleep. He didn't dream, but occasionally the noises of the 


movie made it into his head, or the lights flickered brighter, and he buried his eyes to keep it warm and dark, 


fingers squeezing Gerard's reflexively. 
"Frank." 


Frank stirred, yawning to the credits music filling his ears. He opened his eyes, blinked a couple of times, and 


realized his gaze was focused on Gerard's girlfriend, who was laughing at him. 
"| fell asleep on him, too," she said, leaning forward to kiss Gerard's cheek. "That movie was fucking horrible." 


Gerard shifted and Frank pulled his cheek off of his shoulder as if burned. "Sorry," he mumbled, forcing a grin. 
"I totally crashed on you." His voice was scratchy, deeper from the sleep. In truth, he hadn't been sleeping well, 


whether or not it was a valid excuse for his earlier silence. 


‘Its okay, the jacket will hide the drool" Gerard's voice was warm, slightly teasing, as he released Frank's hand 


and stood up. "Mikey, what did you think?" 


Mikey looked just as sleepy as the rest of them, a tiny bit of popcorn salt rimming his bottom lip. "Dude, | can 
only take about fifteen minutes of Jim Carrey's facial nonsense. Remind me of that the next time | suggest we 


go watch one of his movies." 


"| did remind you," Gerard said, moving into the aisle. Kat wrapped her arm around Gerard's waist and tucked 
herself into his side. He raised his arm, hand hovering over the top of her head as if unsure how to behave. 


His eyes were on Frank. "lm going to walk Kat to her car," he said, tossing Mikey his car keys. "Go start mine, 


Mikey.” 


They started down the steps toward the lobby exit and Frank dropped his gaze as Gerard's hand nestled in her 


hair. 


"Fuck! Its freezing!" Mikey roared, his voice overly loud in the quiet parking lot. Frank tucked his hands into his 
pockets and walked faster, his eyes on Gerard's snow-covered car. It had snowed while they were inside; a good 
two inches had collected on Gerard's Subaru. Mikey opened the door, oblivious to the pile of snow that fell on 
the driver's seat, and turned the car on He pulled the snowbrush out of the trunk and attempted to clear off 


the car, but mostly just managed to cover himself - and Frank - in snow. 


Gerard rounded the side of the building and Frank felt a sudden surge of affection for him, regardless of the 
fact that he had probably just kissed Kat goodnight. He trudged through the parking lot, shoulders hunched and 
hands in pockets, his cigarette checked between his lips. He looked up in time to see Mikey cover himself in 
another brushful of snow with a plaintive cry. 


"For fuck's sake, Mikey, how old are you? Push the snow away from your side, like this." Gerard grabbed the 
brush handle out of Mikey's hands and cleaned off the rest of the car efficiently. Frank lit a cigarette and 
watched Mikey attempt to brush off his coat and the front of his jeans. 


"Come on, helpless," Gerard said, holding the back door for Mikey to get in. Frank climbed into the front 
passenger seat just as Gerard opened his own door. He cursed Mikey's ineptitude and ‘rampant retardation’ as 


he brushed the snow from his seat. "Mom should have aborted you, | swear to fuck" 


"Hey, you were the accident, not me." 


Gerard ignored Mikey as he shifted the car into gear and navigated the icy, snowy parking lot. Frank shivered, 
trying to will his teeth not to chatter. He'd never been very good with temperature changes, and going from 
the warm theater to the freezing, windy parking lot had given him the shivers. It would be a while until his 
body acclimated. 


"The heats on as high as it goes," Gerard said, glancing over with concern. Frank wondered if Gerard would 


have noticed his trembling if they hadn't been making out feverishly just a few hours beforehand. 
‘I'm hungry," Mikey said decisively, as if he was the one driving. "Gee, let's go to White Castle." 


"Fuck White Castle," Gerard said with more vehemence than was strictly necessary. "And fuck you, Mikey. My 


ass is wet. We're going home." 
‘Oh my god, what is wrong with you?! You're being such a fucktard. | was just trying to help!” 


Frank stared out the window. He was unused to hearing Gerard and Mikey fight, the way Mikey told it, the two 
had always been best friends and rarely argued. Frank certainly had an idea as to why Gerard was so on edge, 


but he also didn't want to say or do anything to accidentally provoke him. 


Fifteen minutes later, Gerard pulled up to the curb in front of his house and Frank started to get out, figuring 
he was just going to walk home from there. "No," Gerard said, grabbing Frank's hoodie for a second and then 


turning to glare at Mikey. "You. Get out" 


Mikey stared at his brother as if he had three heads, but the anger in Gerard's eyes made him decide not to 
question it. He did, however, press his middle finger against the driver's side window after slamming the door. 


Gerard returned the gesture and pulled away from the curb. 


"That was easier than it had any right to be," he said quietly, glancing at Frank with a small smile. "Hi." He 
reached out and took Frank's hand. 


Frank didn't say anything, he just stared out the windshield and let Gerard hold his hand. There was something 
comforting about driving in the snow. Frank loved it, loved how the normal car sounds were so muffled and the 
tires made almost no noise on the snow-packed streets. He imagined that this was what it felt like being packed 
in Styrofoam shipping peanuts. 


‘lm sorry," Gerard said after a few minutes. Frank stopped listening to the car and started paying attention to 
the road. They were nowhere near his house. Apparently, he wasn't going home just yet. 


"l'm just wondering how you thought that taking your.. whatever | am to you, and your girlfriend, to the 
movies at the same time would be a good idea" 


"What are you to me?" Gerard asked, like he genuinely wanted an answer. Or like it hadn't occurred to him to 


think of Frank as anything "else" before. 


"What am /to you? Are you kidding me? You're going to have to answer that for yourself" Frank exhaled, the 
anger building despite his best efforts. He may have been a nice guy or whatever - courteous and empathetic 


and ten other words for guys who have doormat tendencies - but he wasn't stupid about it. 

As if in answer, Gerard jerked the wheel hard to the right, taking them onto the shoulder. He jammed the car 
into park, threw his seat belt off, and lunged. Frank was half expecting to be hit and was readying his body to 
absorb the impact, to fight back. But instead, Gerard reached for him and then kissed him. And he kept kissing 
him, moving closer until he was practically in Frank's lap. 


‘| just didn't want to exclude you," he whispered, kissing Frank's cheek 


"Well why would it matter, we're just friends, right?" Frank tried really hard to keep his voice matter-of-fact, 
even as Gerard buried his face in Frank's hoodie and hugged him. 


The words took a moment to sink in properly. When they did, Gerard sat back and they regarded each other 


for a moment. "What if we're more?" he asked seriously. 


Frank turned his head, stared outside at the snow falling beyond the windshield. Some things had easy answers, 
he promised himself. And maybe this was one of them after all. 


"We're more," he said simply. 


Gerard took a breath, ran a hand through his hair. "I know," he said, and the sigh that accompanied those two 


words was not exactly one of pure relief. "I know." 


Not every arrow is pointed straight at your heart 
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"| need to drive," Gerard said, easing himself off of Frank and settling back into the driver's seat. "Do you need 
to go home or anything?" 


Frank sat up, tucked his hands deeper into his hoodie. "I don't have anywhere to be," he answered honestly. 
Gerard nodded, checked his mirrors and then pulled out onto the road. He gunned the engine and Frank glanced 
over, suddenly concerned that Gerard was angry with him for something. Maybe for making this so 
complicated, for forcing him into confronting this relationship, everything that they had and had not become to 
each other. He didn't want to ask him about it, though. The look on Gerard's face said plenty, and so he 
contented himself with staring out the window at the snow zooming toward the windshield like bad special FX 
stars while Gerard chain smoked and drove too fast on snowy roads. The drive was silent, muffled by the 
snow and the heaviness of their own thoughts, and Frank wondered if he had ever felt more confused in his 


life. 


Fifteen minutes later Gerard pulled onto an icy side-road, drove another couple of miles, and then parked the 
car. Frank shifted, stretching slightly in his seat. The heater was making him sleepy; he'd almost nodded off. 
"Where are we?" Frank asked. As if in answer, Gerard grabbed his pack of cigarettes out of the cup holder and 
then crawled into the back to sit behind the driver's seat. Frank, suddenly more nervous than confused, undid 
his seatbelt and crawled in back with him. He was fairly sure that he had never had a stranger evening. It was 
almost as if he was running on weirdness autopilot now, so when Gerard simply smiled and pushed Frank 
backwards against the passenger-side door, it didn't even occur to him to really protest. He still wanted to 
know what they were doing in the middle of nowhere, though. Frank didn't like being disoriented, was fairly 


certain he had never been on this road in his life. 


"Gerard, l'm serious, are we going to get chainsaw massacred out here?" 
going To g 


Gerard laughed, reached up to hit the lock behind Frank's head. "Better? | don't think the maniacs come out in 
the snow." He managed to get his hand beneath Frank's hoodie, brushed his fingers over the t-shirt covering 
his side. Frank shivered, not sure if it was the rapidly-cooling car or Gerard's hand or the strange emotional 
fatigue that had suddenly settled in. He'd never been in a situation like this before, where the sides seemed to 
change and the pros and cons were dubious, unmarked things. Like flying blind, not that he had ever flown 
anywhere before, but somehow the analogy fit. 


"Falling blind," he mumbled to himself, an out-loud mental note to write a song with that hook. Something sad 
and sweet, warm like the overheated interior of some boy's car in the dead of winter. Full of longing and 
diminished chords. 


"I broke up with her," Gerard whispered eventually, propping his head up with one hand as he looked down at 
Frank. 


Frank took a breath. "When?" he asked, like it was important. Like the sequence of events would mean anything 
at all. Oh, it mattered to Frank alright, but it wasn't like he could change them up. Frank could not have made 
Gerard single at the party, or single in his bedroom for the last three weeks, or even single right now. He 

wasn't even certain that he wanted to know when for sure, wondered why he'd asked that when what he had 


meant was, Why? 


"We've been on a break for the last three weeks," Gerard said, sitting up to look down at Frank His breath 
steamed, looked and smelled like cigarette smoke. "But tonight when | walked her to the car, | told her that | 
didn't think | could date her at all right now." 


Frank stared at Gerard, surprised to find fear bubbling up in his stomach rather than anything akin to elation 
"Three weeks? Then why did you call her your girlfriend tonight?" 


"Because she still sort of was, until tonight when | told her." 
"Told her what?" Frank tried to sit up, but he was pinned beneath Gerard. 


"That | didn't want to be with her?" Gerard moved over a bit on the narrow back seat, giving Frank a look as 
he explained what he apparently thought was obvious. 


"You didn't tell her about us, did you?" And Frank cringed at the note of panic in his own voice. He'd gone from 


sleepy to jumpy in nanoseconds, a new personal best. 


Gerard's eyes widened. He looked like he'd just been slapped as he shoved Frank's legs off the seat and sat 
down facing him. Facing Frank, but not looking at him: Gerard's head was turned and he stared at the back of 
the driver's seat headrest, arms folded, mouth set in a thin line. Frank hardly paid attention as his brain clicked 
through all of the possible public humiliation scenarios the two of them could endure if this got out. He was so 
involved in his personal parade of horribles that he didn't notice the look on Gerard's face until it was too late 
to amend his statement. "No," Gerard said after a moment obviously spent waiting in vain for Frank to realize 


his dick-headedness and recant. "Your secret is safe with me, Frank." 


And then all of a sudden the light in Frank's head clicked on. "Oh fuck," he said, rubbing his eyes with a weary 
sigh. "Gerard, | didn't-" 


"It doesn't matter." Gerard lit another cigarette. 
"It does," Frank said. He couldn't explain why the idea of people knowing about Gerard suddenly terrified him so 


much. Maybe it had to do with the fear of proving everyone in school - all of the jocks who screamed Pansy 
and Faggot, the coaches who told him to make sure he kept his eyes off the other boys in the showers, the 


girls who loved him like a friend but nothing more, certainly not like that - of proving all of them right. If they 
were right about his ‘faggotry' as Mark on the wrestling team had called it, then maybe they were right 
about everything else they said about him. Weak, pathetic, sad, loser. What if they had been right all along? 


Maybe it was just about the irrefutable proof it would give them. He had always been different, this would be 
like the nail in his coffin. 


Or maybe it was about the more personal aspect of this kind of revelation 


Gerard cracked the window, sighing smoke out into the snow. Frank realized then that Gerard had been waiting 
for him to continue, to explain what actually mattered. He'd never been in this sort of situation before. Usually 
it was ‘complicated for the girl, not for Frank. He was the one who would be left hanging, the one who had to 
compromise and work his way around all of her issues while he put his own feelings and his own life aside. 
Frank had never been the one with the issues before, and he thought about the girls and the ways he'd 
written them off, and he wondered if it had really been as complicated for them as it currently was for him. 


It matters because | really like you," he said finally, aware that his hands were shaking a little bit. 


"You really like me," Gerard repeated with a nod, his eyes fixed on something out the window. "You like me 
enough that like, the idea of telling someone or being seen with me is repulsive. Why are you still giving a shit 
what some assholes in high school thought about you?" 


"Fuck you." The words were out of Frank's mouth without thought or, really, provocation. He wasn't angry, 
exactly. More like scared. Scared that he was transparent, a life-sized anatomical model of the human 
emotional system and Gerard was tracing the path of scars and tiny failures that made him imperfect and 
flawed. He hated it when people thought they could figure him out so easily, hated it even more when they hit 
the nail on the head 


"You wouldn't let me," Gerard said with a snort, throwing his cigarette out the window and getting out of the 
car. Frank stayed where he was, chewing on his lower lip. He'd deserved that, he figured, but he couldn't figure 
out how everything had descended into utter wretchedness so quickly. Hadn't Gerard just been kissing him? 


After a couple of minutes Gerard got back into the car, slammed the driver's side door and fired up the 
engine. "| didn't mean that," he began softly. "| don't have any right to demand anything from you. I-" 


"Well what's stopping you?" Frank asked, cutting him off mid-apology. The fact that Gerard had apologized made 
him angry, like Frank was some dumb high school virgin that Gerard was taking advantage of. "| mean, come on 
Gerard, your signals are pretty fucking mixed right now anyway. First you blow me anonymously at a party 
and then you find me at another one to tell me it was you. So you're apparently cool with kissing me, 
whatever, I'm cool with kissing you, too - until you invite me to your house three times a week to make out 
with you, but you don't want me to tell anyone and don't want me to be seen by your brother. So how the 
fuck am | supposed to feel? If you want to fucking be with me, stop making me feel like we're doing something 


wrong." 


Gerard was quiet for a few minutes, and Frank fished his cigarettes out and lit one, closing his eyes as he let 


his head fall back against the seat. 


"Are we doing something wrong?" Gerard asked finally. Softer, like maybe he was really worried. "I've always 
just been curious. | don't know. Aren't you?" 


"Not exactly." /m more lke scared 


‘Oh. Well.. See, it's like this. | like you. But | don't know if | like you enough to override the fact that you're a 
guy." 


Frank snorted at Gerard's honesty, but Gerard held up a hand and continued. "I know that's probably over- 
simplifying it, but it's the sincere heart of the matter. And if | show you affection in public and we tell our 
friends what's going on and then it turns out not to really be what we kind of think it is, what then? What 
happens when we have to tell everyone it's a false alarm?" 

Frank shrugged. "What happens if it's not?" 

"We should have sex." 

"WhaF!" 


Gerard shrugged and lit another cigarette, cracking the window a bit. "It's the next logical progression, | think" 


Frank had nothing to say for a minute. And then, "Maybe holding hands in public is the next logical progression, 
Gerard" 
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"Sooo... 


The way Mikey was eying him over his slice made Frank a little bit uneasy. "So?" he mumbled with a mouthful 


of pizza. 

"Where did you and Gerard wind up going on Saturday night?" 
"What?" Super slick, Frank. 

"Gerard didn't come back until like three in the morning." 


"Oh," Frank said, nodding like he had just remembered. "He said he was going to see his girlfriend." 


"Huh." Mikey nodded, tearing off a piece of crust and chewing it almost meditatively. "Except that Kat called 


looking for him four times." 
"Well | don't know, he dropped me off" 


"Did you guys get abducted by aliens on the way to your house? ‘Cause | called your house too, Frank. And 


your mom said you hadn't come home." 

"Why didn't you call my cell phone? | was in my room." 

"Voicemail." Mikey had the audacity to look smug. "I know you went to Steve's to get high and you guys just 
didn't want to take me. Gerard came home and said he went to Kat's. You said you went home and went to bed, 


but that was obviously a lie. Next time, get your stories straight." 


Frank immediately relaxed, ducked his head to hide his look of relief . He tossed the napkin on the plate and 


finished his Coke in several large gulps. "You're right, man. Sorry we lied to you." 

Mikey, already dumping his plate, merely shrugged. 

They walked outside together and Frank was immediately freezing; it hadn't stopped snowing since Friday night 
and the flakes were coming down hard. The entire city, from the ominous sky to the thick crusts of slush on 
the sidewalks, had taken on a miserable grayish cast. At their usual separation point, Frank said goodbye to 
Mikey and began to trudge through the foot-deep snow leading to the lecture hall. 

‘Oh hey, one more thing," Mikey called. Frank paused, looking back over his shoulder. 


"How long have you been screwing my brother?" 


